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MY    THREE    DEAR    CHILDREN 
DO    I    DEDICATE    THIS    BOOK 


PREFACE 

I  HAVE  often  been  asked,  by  many  old  and 
valued  friends,  to  place  before  the  public 
some  of  the  stories  and  legends  related  to 
me  in  years  gone  by,  and  to  tell  some  of  the 
experiences  of  my  past  life.  It  has  been 
unusually  difficult  for  me  to  do  this,  as 
from  increasing  blindness  it  was  impossible 
for  me  to  read  and  correct  what  I  had 
written ;  hence  many  repetitions  and  mis- 
takes may  have  occurred.  For  these  I 
apologise  to  my  readers,  and  beg  their 
indulgence.  With  hesitation  and  fear  I 
launch  my  little  bark  on  the  troubled  seas 
of  criticism,  hoping  it  may  successfully 
reach  a  safe  harbour. 
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FOEEIGN    COUETS   AND 
FOEEIGN   HOMES 

CHAPTER  I 

EARLY   DAYS   IN    HANOVER 

HALF  A  CENTURY  !  What  a  long  time  it 
seems  to  the  young  !  what  a  short  time  to 
those  who  have  lived  through  it !  and  the 
question  rises,  Would  you  like  to  live  it  all 
over  again  ?  Ah  !  if  one  were  only  more  sure 
of  the  future — if  the  curtain  were  lifted  for 
only  one  little  moment,  just  to  tell  us  it  is 
all  right,  that  it  is  only  a  struggle  here 
and  that  some  day  we  shall  understand  and 
know  why  we  have  suffered  so  much,  why 
our  hearts  have  been  well-nigh  broken — then, 
I  say,  if  the  curtain  were  lifted,  we  should 
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not  want  to  live  the  fifty  years  again ;  for 
we  should  know  the  why  and  wherefore  of 
all  our  hopes  and  fears. 

But  I  am  not  going  to  preach — not  going 
to  write  a  sermon.  I  have  heard  too  many. 
I  am  only  trying  to  write  a  few  pages  of 
my  life.  It  is  not  very  interesting,  perhaps 
you  will  say :  then  don't  read  it ;  throw  the 
book  aside,  take  up  another,  and  forget  my 
humble  efforts. 

There  were  only  we  three,  two  girls  and 
a  boy.  I  was  the  youngest  of  the  family, 
never  crossed  by  my  sister,  who  was  three 
years  older,  and  who  at  an  early  age  tried 
to  fill  a  mother's  place,  and  curb  the  wild 
Irish  blood  that  I  inherited  from  my  mother, 
which  was  luckily  tempered  on  my  father's 
side  with  the  cold  blasts  of  an  eastern  county 
in  England,  or  I  should  have  come  to  terrible 
grief.  My  sister  always  looked  after  me 
well,  aided,  I  am  sure,  by  my  guardian  angel 
for  I  do  believe  in  those  angels,  and  am  sure 
they  help  us  to  fight  the  battles  of  sin  and 
sorrow ;  and  when  one  has  conquered  in  the 
fight,  one  can  almost  hear  the  soft  rustling 


EARLY  DAYS  IN   HANOVEK  3 

of  their  wings,  as  they  fold  them  gently, 
rejoicing  with  the  angels  in  Heaven  that 
their  prayers  have  been  answered,  and  that 
they  can  add  another  victory  to  one's  score 
of  victories  won  in  the  good  fight. 

Am  I  moralizing  again  ?  I  hope  not,  for 
the  book  will  get  very  tedious. 

We  were  all  brought  up  in  a  quaint 
German  town,  where  we  were  all  born.  My 
father  held  high  position  at  the  Court,  and 
the  old  King  from  my  babyhood  had  singled 
me  out  to  be  kind  to,  as  I  was  his  godchild. 
I  can  remember  having  an  unbounded  rever- 
ence, the  most  passionate  love  for  my  god- 
father. He  often  came  to  our  house,  and,  as 
soon  as  I  heard  the  tramp  of  his  horses,  it 
was  a  dead  fight  between  me  and  my  nurse, 
for  I  wanted  to  rush  down  and  open  the 
door  with  my  little  hands,  and  let  him  in. 
He  always  used  to  pat  my  head  and  give  me 
a  bonbon. 

One  day  it  was  my  birthday,  and  I  had 
beautiful  presents,  but  none  from  the  King. 
Nothing  came  from  him.  I  was  wild.  If 
it  only  had  been  a  penny  doll,  anything,  I 
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should  have  prized  it.  I  was  jeered  and 
laughed  at  by  my  brother  and  sister  and 
servants,  who  mockingly  said,  '  Where  are 
your  godfather's  presents  ?  '  Passionately 
I  seized  all  the  presents  I  had  had,  threw 
them  about  the  room,  and  danced  on  them 
with  rage  and  fury,  pursued  by  the  furious 
nurse,  when  in  the  midst  of  all  this  turmoil 
and  row  the  door  opened,  and  in  came  my 
mother,  accompanied  by  the  King. 

1  Now  you  will  go  to  prison,  and  serve 
you  right,'  said  the  frightened  nurse,  as  she 
flew  out  of  the  room,  and  tried  to  drag  me 
with  her.  But  I  refused  to  go,  and  stood  in 
the  middle  of  the  room  aghast. 

'  What  is  all  this  about  ?  '  sternly  asked 
my  mother.  The  King,  much  amused, 
called  me  to  him,  and  took  me  on  his  knee 
(oh,  I  can  remember  that  scene  so  well !), 
and,  patting  my  little  head,  he  said,  '  Tell 
godfather  all.'  And  I  did.  Tightly  clutching 
him  round  the  neck,  with  sobs  and  tears  I 
told  my  baby  sorrow,  and  he,  dear  old  man, 
before  whom  others  trembled,  said,  '  You  are 
quite  right,  the  King  ought  to  remember 
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his  godchildren ; '  felt  in  his  pocket  and 
gave  me  the  customary  bonbon,  and  said, 
1  Your  mother  is  to  bring  you  to  the  Palace 
next  week.  I  am  giving  a  party  to  all  good 
children.' 

The  day  came.  I  can  see  the  large  room 
a  mass  of  Christmas  trees,  for  it  was  winter, 
and  in  the  middle  of  the  room  a  tiny  tree 
which  I  was  told  was  for  one  little  girl — no 
one  knew  who,  but — an  especial  favourite  of 
the  King.  How  we  all  wondered  who  it  was, 
when  suddenly  a  page  came,  led  me  up,  and 
said,  '  The  tree  is  for  you.'  I  was  dumb- 
founded at  first,  and  then  danced  round  the 
brilliantly  lighted  little  tree. 

The  German  children  looked  furious  at 
this  especial  mark  of  honour  to  me,  and  a 
murmur  of  '  that  English  child  '  was  heard 
buzzing  about.  In  the  midst  of  it  out  came 
the  King,  lifted  me  up  on  his  shoulder,  and 
carried  me  round  the  tree,  and  let  them  all 
see  the  little  English  child.  When  I  was 
put  down,  some  childish  instinct  made  me 
kneel  down  and  kiss  the  hand  he  held  out  to 
me,  and  from  that  day,  yes,  even  now,  he 
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has  always  been  k  sort  of  King  Arthur  to  me, 
though  he  has  been  dead  years  and  years. 

At  an  early  age  I  was  a  terror  to  gover- 
nesses and  nursery-maids,  as  I  stuck  at 
nothing  to  carry  out  any  plan  that  I  had 
formed  in  my  wild  little  head.  The  old 
King,  who  (in  spite  of  being  sovereign  of  a 
German  court,  and  surrounded  by  Germans) 
used  to  glory  in  his  English  blood,  had  nick- 
named me  '  Daredevil.' 

I  remember  a  baby  sister  of  mine  being 
born,  and  the  Queen  consented  to  be  god- 
mother. As  was  the  custom  in  those  days, 
the  christening  took  place  in  our  dining- 
room,  and  both  their  Majesties  honoured  it 
with  their  presence.  I  had  a  bad  cold  and 
could  not  come  down,  and  all  the  maids 
crowded  on  the  landing  and  staircase  to  see 
the  company  arrive.  I  was  left  alone  and 
determined  to  see  the  fun ;  so  I  got  out  of 
bed,  opened  the  window,  and  leaned  out  to 
look  at  all  the  carriages  and  horses,  feeling 
sure  I  was  safe  for  half  an  hour,  and 
stretching  my  small  body  as  far  out  as  it 
would  go.  All  of  a  sudden  I  overbalanced 
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myself,  and  fell  out  of  the  window,  luckily 
only  one  story  high,  into  the  garden  below, 
and  was  picked  up,  a  little  ignominious  heap 
of  dirt  and  mud,  by  a  bystander,  and  taken 
into   the   house,   fondly    hoping    I   should 
escape  into  it  unnoticed  and  creep  up  to  my 
room.     But  no  !     It  was  a  broiling  day  and 
the  windows  were  open,  and  the  small  white 
bundle  was  seen  falling  to  the  ground.     My 
father  rushed  to  the  window  saying,     'What 
is  it  ?  '     The  King  mildly  said,  '  Only  Dare- 
devil.    Bring  her  in.'     In  I  was   brought, 
and  with  sobs  and  tears,  said,     '  I  did  so 
want  to  see  the  fun.'     The  King  decided  I 
should  see  the  fun ;   so  I,  in  my  little  white 
night-gown,   freely  bespattered  with  mud, 
and  little  bare  feet,  stood  in  the  gay  crowd 
of  ladies   and    stiff   German    officers,   and 
watched  the  proceedings  with  wistful  eyes, 
for  I  knew  the  punishment  had  yet  to  come. 
Luckily  I  was  not  hurt  at  all,  excepting  for 
a  small  cut  across  my  lip,  the  scar  of  which 
I  bear  to  this  day.     But  after  it  was  all  over 
and  everybody  gone,  was  I  not  whipped,  first 
soundly  by  my  father,  then  by  the  governess, 
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and  last,  but  worst  of  all,  by  the  nursery- 
maid, who  had  been  soundly  scolded  for 
leaving  me  alone. 

Many  are  the  stories  my  father  used  to 
tell  me  of  the  old  King,  whose  language  at 
times  was  anything  but  parliamentary.  One 
night  it  was  my  father's  turn  of  waiting.  He 
had  to  go  at  a  late  hour  to  take  despatches 
to  the  King,  for  a  courier  had  arrived  from 
London  to  tell  him  of  the  birth  of  an 
English  royal  prince.  My  father  went  to 
the  door  of  the  royal  apartments,  knocked 
loudly  once,  twice.  No  answer.  At  last,  im- 
patient and  wearying  of  waiting,  he  knocked 
still  louder  and  louder.  The  door  was 
opened  and  a  page  came  out,  and  inside  the 
King's  voice  was  heard  using  oath  after 
oath  (luckily  in  English),  winding  up  by 
asking,  '  What  the  d-v-1  do  you  want  ?  ' 
The  page,  with  a  frightened  look  on  his  face, 
took  the  despatches,  saying,  *  His  Majesty 
was  not  to  be  disturbed,  as  he  was  saying 
his  prayers.' 

But  prayers  said  in  this  peculiar  manner 
had  to  give  way  to  despatches  from  Eng- 
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land  ;  and  an  autograph  letter  of  congratula- 
tion was  written  by  the  old  King,  and  my 
father  told  to  go  at  once  with  it  to  England, 
and  deliver  it  to  the  English  Court.  My 
father,  much  put  out  at  this  peremptory 
order,  left  the  royal  presence,  and  in  half  an 
hour  was  on  his  way  to  England,  doubtless 
copying  His  Majesty's  example  by  saying 
his  prayers  in  the  same  peculiar  manner. 

The  Queen  was  very  fond  of  my  sister, 
and  she  was  often  asked  to  the  palace.  I 
was  not  asked  by  her,  nor  my  brother  either, 
for  he  and  I  always  did  something  to  dis- 
grace ourselves.  My  sister  was  so  good 
and  gentle  !  Often  and  often  did  we  make 
her  shed  tears  at  the  threats  we  two  made 
of  the  dreadful  deeds  we  meant  to  commit 
if  we  were  not  asked.  She  was  once  asked 
to  Herrenhausen  on  a  visit.  The  Queen 
had  no  daughter  of  her  own,  and  said  she 
would  have  loved  to  have  had  a  gentle  little 
girl  as  my  sister  was.  She  had  some  childish 
illness  during  this  visit,  and  the  Queen  had 
her  to  sleep  in  her  dressing-room.  The 
child  awoke  in  the  middle  of  the  night, 
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startled  and  alarmed  by  a  blaze  of  light, 
and  saw  a  page  softly  going  through  her 
room,  carrying  a  large  silver  waiter,  on  which 
were  all  sorts  of  good  things  :  cold  chicken, 
pat6s,  jellies,  ices,  fruit,  champagne,  etc. 
It  was  taken  into  the  Queen's  room,  and 
came  out  much  emptier  than  it  went  in. 
Each  night  this  took  place,  and  my  sister 
was  told  to  lie  down  and  sleep,  as  the  Queen 
was  only  eating  her  supper. 

One  day  there  was  a  grand  review. 
Some  scion  of  royalty  had  arrived,  accom- 
panied by  his  son,  a  child  of  eight  years  old. 
There  was  no  pony  small  enough  for 
the  young  Prince  to  ride.  We  had  a 
lovely  Shetland  pony  called '  Prince  Charlie,' 
and  my  brother  and  I  taught  him  to  do  all 
sorts  of  circus  tricks — stand  on  his  hind 
legs  at  a  particular  whistle,  and  then  we 
gave  him  sugar.  My  brother  had  been 
promised  by  my  father  to  ride  this  pony  at 
the  review,  when  a  message  came,  early  in 
the  morning,  that  the  pony  was  wanted  for 
the  young  Prince  to  ride.  My  brother  and 
I  were  wild.  We  determined  on  vengeance, 
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and  that  the  Germans  should  see  they  could 
not  ride  English  ponies.  Oh,  how  frightened 
my  sister  was  !  We  threatened  to  burn  her 
pet  doll  if  she  said  anything  to  my  mother. 
I  can  see  her  now  in  the  carriage,  going  off 
with  my  mother  to  the  review,  with  a  white 
set  face,  dreading  the  unknown  horror  that 
was  hanging  over  her.  My  brother  went  in 
the  crowd  with  the  governess.  For  some 
reason  I  was  left  alone  behind  at  home.  I 
saw  the  stately  procession  pass  from  the 
nursery  window  :  the  King,  Crown  Prince, 
the  Koyal  Guest,  the  little  Prince  riding  our 
own  pony.  How  well  he  rode  !  Even  I  was 
forced  to  own  it. 

The  review  took  place.  In  the  middle  of 
the  march-past,  all  at  once  a  shrill  whistle 
was  heard.  The  pony  knew  and  recognised 
it,  stopped,  stood  up  on  his  hind  legs,  wist- 
fully looking  for  his  bit  of  sugar.  My 
brother,  wild  with  delight  at  his  trick,  an- 
swering, fondly  hoped  and  thought  the  young 
Prince  would  fall  off.  But,  no !  Though 
startled,  he  stuck  to  his  seat,  and  brought  his 
small  whip  well  down  on  the  pony's  ears,  and 
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Prince  Charlie  was  fairly  beaten  and  cowed. 
The  persons  who  suffered  for  it  were  my 
brother  and  I,  the  conspirators,  as  for  weeks 
we  were  not  allowed  to  ride  the  pony,  as 
the  groom  was  supposed  to  be  breaking  it 
of  its  rearing. 

All  this  time  I  have  never  mentioned 
the  Crown  Prince,  as  he  was  then  called, 
afterwards  King  George  V.  He  was  quite 
blind,  from  an  accident  in  his  boyhood.  I 
was  much  frightened  and  alarmed  at  him, 
much  more  than  at  the  King,  and  childlike 
gazed  at  his  sightless  eyes  with  wonder  and 
awe.  I  can  well  remember  one  evening  at 
our  house  he  had  come  in  to  supper,  and 
reaching  across  the  table  for  something  or 
other,  he  was  so  blind  that  he  did  not  even 
see  the  lighted  candle,  and  put  his  eye  against 
it.  The  agony  must  have  been  dreadful, 
and  while  everyone  was  rushing  about  to  sug- 
gest remedies,  the  Prince's  voice  was  heard 
in  commanding  tones :  '  Don't  tell  my 
mother.'  Even  in  his  hour  of  pain  the  love 
and  thought  of  his  mother  were  predominant. 
None  of  us  children  forgot  it ;  and  from  that 
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moment  a  deeper,  still  more  passionate  love 
rose  in  our  hearts  for  our  own  dear  mother. 
I  don't  think  he  knew  what  fear  was, 
and  no  one  meeting  him  in  Hanover,  walking 
in  the  streets  lightly  leaning  on  his  aide-de- 
camp's  arm,  would  have  imagined  him  blind, 
so  firmly  did  he  walk.     One  day  he  brought 
a  little  white  Maltese  dog  as  a  present  for 
the   nursery.      I   at   once   adopted  it,  and 
claimed  it  as  my  own.    It  always  slept  on 
my  bed,   and   followed   me  like  a  shadow. 
When  we  moved  to  England  the  dog  was  to 
be  left  behind ;  but  I  cried  and  sobbed  so 
piteously  that  I  became  quite  ill,  so  I  was 
allowed  to  bring  the  dog,  and  it  lived  to  a 
good  old  age,  and  when  it  died  was  buried 
in  the  garden  of  Belgrave  Square  ;  and  even 
now,  though  I  am  old,  and  half  a  century  has 
passed,  the  memory  of  Schnee  comes  across 
me,  and  I  wish  I  had  the  Indian  faith,  and 
think  of  Schnee  happy  in  the  hunting-fields 
of  Dogs'  Paradise. 

I  recollect  the  old  Emperor  William  of 
Germany  (then  Prince  William)  coming  on 
a  visit  to  Hanover.  We  children  used  to 
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love  to  walk  towards  Herrenhausen,  and 
our  attendants  were  equally  pleased  to  loiter 
about  with  us  outside  the  railings,  and  see  all 
the  princely  personages  that  used  to  pass  so 
often  to  and  fro.  My  father,  whose  term 
of  duty  was  on,  was  in  attendance  on  the 
Prince,  and  used  to  come  home  and  tell 
many  stories  of  the  Prince's  kindness  and 
courtesy.  I  wish  I  could  remember  them 
all.  No  one  in  those  days  could  foresee  the 
destiny  of  the  grand  old  Emperor.  The 
irony  of  fate  !  How  little  could  he  and  all 
the  obsequious  Germans  who  followed  him 
about,  foretell  it  either !  What  would  they 
have  said  if  a  palmist  or  somnambulist 
could  have  read  the  future,  and  told  how 
the  reigning  house  of  Hanover  would  be 
driven  out,  their  King  in  exile,  and  Prince 
William  sovereign  of  United  Germany  ?  Is 
Hanover  happier  for  this  change  of  fate  ? 
Is  she  happier  for  having  no  longer  a  King  or 
court  ?  the  Prussian  flag  flying  on  her  State 
buildings  ?  the  old  familiar  White  Horse  of 
the  Guelph  put  aside,  aye,  almost  forgotten  ? 
I  should  think  not,  in  her  heart,  though  the 
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city  looks  prosperous ;  she  cannot  forget  the 
old  times,  though  now  she  is  one  of  the 
brightest  and  most  sparkling  jewels  in  the 
Imperial  diadem — she  cannot,  for  the  sake  of 
her  much-loved  and  honoured  Kings.  All 
is  so  uncertain.  Perhaps  some  day  United 
G%many  may  get  tired  of  paying  the  taxes 
that  are  levied  on  them  since  they  enrolled 
themselves  under  the  flag  of  the  House  of 
Brandenburg. 

But  time  passes,  and  I  must  not  weary 
you  with  too  much  of  Hanover. 

I  think  the  Crown  Prince  was  more  beloved 
than  his  father.  The  old  King  had  terrible 
bursts  of  passion,  and  his  eyes  in  those  rages 
shone  and  glistened  like  a  tiger's.  He  prided 
himself  on  being  true  and  honourable ;  scorned 
a  lie,  and  would  rather  have  had  his  right  hand 
burnt  off  than  tell  or  act  one.  '  Ich  bin  Jclar 
als  Wasser  mit  jeder  Mensch  '  (I  am  clear 
as  water  with  everyone)  was  his  favourite 
motto,  and  he  prided  himself  on  acting  up 
to  it.  In  some  things  he  was  so  English, 
and  to  the  day  of  his  death  always  spoke 
German  with  an  English  accent.  He  was 
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not  popular  for  some  rep-sons ;  and  his 
bringing  my  father,  an  Englishman,  over, 
and  keeping  him  on  as  his  aide-de-camp, 
caused  a  lot  of  bad  feeling  between  my 
father  and  the  other  German  officials.  My 
father  bitterly  resented  any  coolness  on  their 
part,  and  haughtily  refused  to  have  any  salary 
or  emolument  of  any  sort  as  aide-de-camp, 
when  he  knew  it  would  come  out  of  the 
State  money.  I  think  it  was  foolish  of  him, 
as  he  spent  a  great  deal  of  his  private  for- 
tune in  living  up  to  his  position.  He  used 
to  give  beautiful  presents  to  the  King,  and 
at  this  moment  one  of  my  ancestors'  por- 
traits is  hanging  in  the  palace  of  Herren- 
hausen.  He  also  had  a  fine  collection  of 
engravings  of  all  the  celebrated  pictures  of 
the  great  Sir  Eobert  Walpole,  the  originals 
of  which  were  bought  by  the  Empress 
Catherine,  and  are  at  this  moment  at  the 
Winter  Palace  at  St.  Petersburg.  My 
father,  who  was  a  descendant  of  the  great 
Prime  Minister,  gave  all  this  priceless  col- 
lection to  the  King  he  at  one  time  so  loved 
and  admired. 
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But,  strang^  to  say,  though  the  King 
accepted  all  th3se  presents,  he  never  made 
any  return  for  them,  but  took  them  all  as  a 
matter  of  course. 

Looking  back  to  those  old  childish  days, 
I  do  think  Germany  is  a  happy  PAKADISE 
for  children.  The  Christmas  trees,  the 
sledging,  the  snow  and  ice,  bonbons  and 
playthings,  the  many  Christmas  presents 
that  we  as  children  got  from  all !  I  recol- 
lect a  children's  ball  that  was  given  at 
Herrenhausen.  My  brother  had  a  small  uni- 
form made  for  him,  as  (don't  be  shocked,  my 
English  readers)  he  always  said  he  would 
be  an  officer  in  the  Hanoverian  army,  and 
never  leave  the  country  of  his  birth.  He 
was  a  very  handsome  boy.  We  two  girls 
were  dressed  as  German  peasants.  My 
brother  was  furious  when  we  appeared.  His 
small  head  had  been  quite  turned  by  the 
splendour  of  his  dress  and  the  admiration  of 
the  male  servants.  What  he  expected  us 
to  wear  I  can't  think  ;  but  when  he  saw  our 
humble  costumes  he  furiously  refused  to 
enter  the  ball-room  with  us.  '  He  was  an 
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officer,'  he  proudly  said.  Oh  !  what  a  scene 
took  place !  My  mother  wept  and  implored ; 
the  governess  threatened ;  the  nurse  en- 
treated. It  was  hopeless.  My  father  was 
not  there.  Who  was  to  conquer  this  young 
Turk  ?  My  poor  sister,  always  ready  to  give 
in  meekly,  took  off  her  pretty  little  costume 
and  said  she  would  rather  go  to  bed.  I  faced 
my  brother,  and  a  regular  fight  took  place 
between  us.  At  last  we  were  both  seized  by 
the  furious  nurse;  two  separate  carriages 
were  called,  and  I  was  put  in  one  with  her, 
and  the  boy,  sulky  and  defiant,  went  with 
my  mother.  And  so  at  last  we  arrived  at 
Herrenhausen.  What  a  brilliant  spectacle 
it  was,  the  last  I  ever  saw  in  Hanover !  I 
shall  never  forget  it,  or  the  blaze  of  jewels 
the  Queen  wore.  Ah,  those  were  historic 
jewels,  and  have  been  the  subject  of  a  long 
lawsuit  and  estrangement  between  the  sove- 
reigns of  England  and  Hanover.  They  had 
been  brought  over  by  the  Elector  of  Hanover, 
I  fancy,  when  made  King  of  England,  and 
the  English  nation  claimed  them  and  lost 
the  lawsuit.  I  could  not  take  my  eyes  off 
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the  Queen;  she  seemed  such  a  blaze  of 
light.  I  was  standing  by  my  mother  when 
Her  Majesty  came  up  and  asked  where  my 
sister  was ;  she  was  so  fond  of  her,  and 
always  singled  her  out  at  all  the  childish 
gatherings.  My  mother  told  the  whole 
story.  The  Queen  was  much  amused,  and 
sent  for  my  brother  and  said,  '  The  first 
duty  of  an  officer  is  obedience.  Take  your 
sister  and  dance  this  next  quadrille  with 
her,  or  deliver  up  your  sword.'  Cowed  and 
abashed,  my  brother  offered  me  his  arm. 
What  a  miserable  quadrille  it  was  !  At  the 
end  he  led  me  back  to  my  seat,  calmly  say- 
ing, '  We  will  fight  this  out  to-morrow ; '  but 
before  the  evening  was  over  we  made  it  up : 
we  loved  each  other  too  well  to  keep  up  a 
quarrel,  and  soon  were  dancing  joyously 
together.  When  we  left  the  hall  and  made 
our  tiny  obeisances  to  the  King  and  Queen, 
the  King  sternly  said  to  my  brother,  '  If  you 
had  not  danced  with  your  sister,  I  should 
have  had  you  put  under  arrest.  A  soldier's 
duty  is  to  obey  orders.'  How  stern  and 
fierce  he  looked !  how  frightened  wTe  were  ! 

c  2 


and  for  a  long  time  after  that  my  brother,  if 
he  heard  a  knock  at  the  door,  shook  with 
fright,  thinking  it  was  someone  coming  to 
arrest  him. 

My  father  and  the  King  were  on  the 
most  extraordinary  terms  together.  Some- 
times my  father  had  the  devotion  of  a  dog 
for  him — would  have  laid  down  his  life  for 
him,  and  yet  at  the  slightest  real  or 
imaginary  affront,  would  (as  the  King  ex- 
pressed it)  turn  and  rend  him.  The  King, 
on  the  other  hand,  would  go  out  of  his  way 
to  rouse  my  father's  ire.  One  day,  when  in 
an  excited  swearing  mood,  he  was  dictating 
a  letter  in  English  to  my  father.  Everything 
had  gone  wrong  that  morning  with  him  : 
my  father  had  been  late ;  the  English  news- 
papers had  a  violent  article  of  abuse  on  the 
King  of  Hanover;  his  favourite  charger, 
which  he  rode  at  reviews,  had  gone  lame. 
He  was  sending  a  letter  to  Sir  Eobert  Peel, 
and  my  father  wrote  exactly  as  he  dictated. 
The  letter  was  mixed  up  with  the  most 
extraordinary  abusive  language  to  my  father. 
At  the  end,  as  he  was  writing  too  slowly,  the 
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King,  in  the  midst  of  a  sentence,  told  him  to 
go  to  Hell,  a  place  to  which  he  was  very 
fond  of  sending  him.  My  father  calmly  wrote 
it  all  down ;  he  was  furious,  and  the  most 
extraordinary  letter  that  was  ever  penned  was 
sent  that  day,  by  the  hands  of  one  of  the  mes- 
sengers, to  one  of  our  Cabinet  Ministers.     In 
the  end  the  King  apologised  to  my  father  for 
all  his  ill-temper,  and  my  father  told  him  about 
the  despatch.     Instead  of  being  angry,  the 
King  roared  with  laughter  at  it.     But  it  was 
too  serious  a  thing,  after  all,  not  to  be  looked 
well  into,  so  another  messenger  was  sent  after 
the   first   to   recall   the   letter.     Luckily  a 
terrific  storm  was  raging,  and  the  boat  had 
not  sailed.     So  the  letter  was  brought  back 
and  read  by  the  King,  who,  being  in  a  good 
temper,  declared  it  served  him  right.    But  all 
these  jokes,  quarrels,  and  misunderstandings 
came  suddenly  to  an  end  by  a  hasty  and  un- 
governable fit  of  temper  on  my  father's  part. 
The  King  had  come  to  supper  privately 
with  my  parents.     On  these  occasions  he 
always  called  himself  Duke  of  Cumberland, 
dropping  his  title  of  King.     As  usual  they 
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were,  so  to  say,  quarrelling  about  some 
trifling  mistake  my  father  had  made  in  pre- 
senting people  to  the  King  the  night  before. 
The  King,  getting  more  and  more  excited, 
abused  my  father  in  his  usual  strong 
language,  and  he,  in  a  fit  of  excitement,  at 
once,  then  and  there,  gave  in  his  resignation, 
announcing  his  intention  to  leave  for 
England  that  night.  The  resignation  was 
accepted,  and  His  Majesty  left  the  house. 
My  father  at  once  left  for  England,  and 
never  returned  to  Hanover.  His  resigna- 
tion was  formally  and  officially  sent  in,  and 
accepted. 
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CHAPTER  II 

LAST   DAYS   IN    HANOVER 

AFTER  my  father's  resignation  we  went  to 
England.  Our  little  hearts  were  well-nigh 
broken  when  we  were  told  we  had  to  go.  We 
wandered  round  our  old  nursery,  saw  all  our 
most  valued  treasures  heaped  up  in  a  corner, 
for  in  those  days  travelling  was  more  diffi- 
cult and  expensive  than  now,  and  we  could 
take  nothing.  It  nearly  broke  our  hearts 
to  say  good-bye  to  our  pony ;  the  little 
miniature  circus  that  we  children  had  made 
in  the  stable -yard,  the  three  tiny  gardens 
side  by  side,  the  little  arbour  where  we  had 
our  tea,  the  old  tree  we  used  to  climb  up, 
the  blackbird  that  hung  in  the  cage,  the 
white  mice,  the  squirrel — all  had  to  be  left : 
only  Schnee  was  allowed  to  go. 

We  had  to  go  to  the  Palace  to  say  good- 
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bye  to  the  King  and  Queen.  I  can  well 
remember  driving  up,  and  feeling  it  was  the 
last  time ;  that  we  were  going  to  a  foreign 
land ;  not  speaking  the  language ;  not 
knowing  a  soul ;  having  to  cross  the  sea, 
which  in  our  eyes  was  a  fearful  horror.  We 
were  taken  at  once  into  the  presence  of  the 
King.  He  was  very  grave,  and,  it  seemed 
to  me,  seemed  sorry  to  part  with  us  three. 
My  sister  was  sent  for  to  see  the  Queen, 
and  we  were  left  behind,  as  Her  Majesty 
had  always  only  noticed  her.  On  returning, 
her  eyes  were  filled  with  tears.  My  brother 
thought  it  unmanly  to  cry,  more  especially 
as  the  King  said,  '  Boy,  give  up  your  child- 
ish tricks.  Be  a  man,  and  take  care  of  your 
sisters.'  The  words  seem  engraven  in  my 
heart.  None  of  us  dared  speak,  but  made 
our  childish  obeisances.  The  King  put 
his  hand  on  my  head  at  the  same  time, 
saying  the  dear  old  German  blessing,  *  Gott 
mit  Dir.'  We  dared  not  speak,  we  all  felt 
too  frightened,  and  slowly  went  out  into  the 
passage,  where  we  were  met  by  one  of  the 
German  officers,  who  said  we  were  to  go  and 
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say  good-bye  to  the  Crown  Prince.  He  was 
standing  on  the  hearth-rug  as  we  entered, 
and  turned  his  sightless  eyes  towards  us, 
called  us  to  him,  and  according  to  his  usual 
custom  passed  his  hand  across  our  faces  so 
as  to  distinguish  our  features.  He  found 
my  sister's  face  wet  with  tears,  and  a  sus- 
picion of  dampness  on  my  brother's  ;  but 
mine  was  hard  and  dry,  not  a  tear  had  come 
to  me.  He  thought  I  did  not  care,  and, 
turning  to  the  gentleman  who  was  with 
him,  said,  l  That  child  has  no  heart.'  How 
little  did  he  know  that  child  !  and,  baby  as  I 
was,  I  felt  if  I  let  loose  my  tears,  it  would  be 
impossible  to  check  them.  We  were  all  too 
miserable  to  speak  as  we  drove  home.  We 
had  one  more  farewell  interview  to  make, 
and  that  was  to  my  mother,  who  had  refused 
to  come  to  England.  How  passionately  and 
wildly  we  clung  about  her  neck,  begging  and 
imploring  her  to  keep  us.  But  it  was  no 
use ;  the  carriage  was  at  the  door,  and  we 
three  broken-hearted  children  left,  huddled 
together  in  the  carriage,  solemnly  promising 
each  other  that  when  we  were  grown-up  we 
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would  return  and  live  again  in  the  old  house. 
Two  of  us  never  did  return  ;  only  when  half 
a  century  had  nearly  passed,  I,  old  and 
nearly  blind,  determined  to  go  there  for 
one  night.  For  long  I  had  had  a  great 
longing  to  visit  the  home  of  my  childhood. 
I  arrived  in  the  company  of  an  old  friend 
(who  would  not  let  me  go  alone),  late  at 
night,  and  went  to  the  hotel  puzzled,  not 
recognising  in  the  stately  buildings,  grand 
hotels,  gardens,  statues,  etc.,  the  peaceful, 
quaint  old  town  I  was  born  in,  and  used  to 
love.  I  don't  think  I  slept  much  that  night. 
I  opened  the  window,  put  out  the  light,  and 
looked  out  on  to  the  heavens  where  the  stars 
were  so  brightly  shining,  and  I  seemed  to  be 
back  half  a  century.  I  fancied  the  room 
was  full  of  spirits.  A  wild  feeling  came  over 
me.  Why  was  I  left  alone,  and  all  those  of 
whom  I  had  been  writing  had  gone  before 
me  ? — the  King,  the  Queen,  the  Crown  Prince, 
father,  mother,  brother,  sister,  all  had  crossed 
the  fatal  river,  all  had  landed  on  the  other 
side  ;  I  still  had  to  cross  it.  How  I  longed 
for  one  of  them  to  be  with  me  that  night !  It 
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is  so  dreadful  to  be  the  last  left  in  one's 
childish  home,  with  no  one  there  caring 
about  one. 

The  next  day  I  went  to  Herrenhausen, 
as  I  meant  to  wander  about  the  old  palace 
and  see  if  it  was  as  much  altered  as  the 
once  royal  city.  But  it  was  not  a  show 
day.  The  stern  soldier  or  sentinel  refused 
me  admittance  ;  I  could  not  see  it.  Bitterly 
disappointed,  I  walked  up  the  long  alley  of 
trees  to  the  Mausoleum,  where  I  was  told  I 
should  find  the  tombs  of  the  King  and  his 
Queen.  Long  did  I  gaze  on  that  beautiful 
tomb,  the  features  seemed  so  familiar  to 
me.  There  he  lay,  his  hands  resting  on  his 
sword.  I  think  the  guardians  of  that  silent 
tomb  must  have  thought  the  English  visitor 
mad.  I  knelt  by  the  side  of  it  (though  no 
Catholic  myself),  and  prayed  that  God 
would  have  mercy  on  his  soul ;  for  many 
were  the  stories  I  heard  of  him  when  I 
grew  up — whether  true  or  false  it  is  in- 
different to  me  :  it  is  not  for  us  to  judge.  I 
only  know  he  was  my  godfather,  my  childish 
idol,  my  King,  brave  and  fearless  as  the 
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knights  of  the  olden  time,  and  to  him  do  I 
apply  the  old  English  rhyme  : — 

The  knights  are  dust, 

Their  good  swords  rust, 

Their  souls  are  with  the  saints,  I  trust. 

Slowly  and  sadly  I  went  out  into  the 
bright  daylight,  past  the  old-fashioned 
palace  I  was  not  allowed  to  enter,  back  to 
the  modern  hotel,  my  heart  and  thoughts 
full  of  the  Koyal  House  of  Cumberland.  I 
left  the  next  day  ;  but  I  had  wandered  about 
the  old  part  of  the  town,  preferring  to  go  to 
the  old  part  rather  than  to  the  modern  town, 
where  I  felt  a  stranger.  I  attracted  some 
attention  at  the  hotel.  I  wore  a  small  cross, 
the  Hanoverian  order  of  the  Guelph.  I  prized 
it  much,  as  it  had  been  given  by  the  King  to 
my  father.  I  kept  it  a  long  time  after  he 
died,  as  I  did  not  know  how  to  return  it  to 
King  George.  I  also  found  a  quantity  of 
letters  that  had  passed  between  my  father  and 
King  Ernest  after  he  had  left  Hanover.  But 
outside  he  had  written  '  To  be  burnt  at  my 
death.'  I  am  superstitious,  and  therefore  did 
not  dare  to  disobey  the  wishes  of  the  dead,  and 
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at  once  burnt  them.  There  was  also  a  large 
packet  of  letters  from  him  and  the  Crown 
Prince  ;  these  had  no  instructions  on  them. 
I  did  not  read  them  either.  I  had  a  fancy 
they  were  not  meant  for  my  reading,  so  I 
sent  them  to  a  cousin  of  mine,  Lord  Ernest 
Bruce  (as  he  had  the  honour  of  personally 
knowing  His  Majesty  when  he  was  living 
exiled  in  Paris),  telling  him  to  give  them  up 
to  no  one  but  King  George,  as  he  was  then. 
Lord  Ernest  was  very  much  interested,  and 
faithfully  obeyed  my  instructions.  His 
Majesty  asked  who  they  were  from.  I  had 
told  my  cousin  to  say  they  were  from  '  Dare- 
devil,' to  see  if  the  King  remembered  the 
old  familiar  nickname.  He  did  at  once, 
and  all  the  letters  were  read  to  him  by 
my  cousin.  Several  of  the  late  King's  (his 
father)  were  amongst  them.  After  having 
heard  them  read,  His  Majesty  said  thought- 
fully, *  What  a  strange  correspondence  be- 
tween King  and  subject !  '  and  then  added, 
'  Poor  little  Daredevil !  she  was  always  in  hot 
water.'  I  returned  at  the  same  time  the 
Guelph  cross.  The  King  at  once  gave  my 
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cousin  back  the  cross,  bidding  him  return  it 
to  me,  to  keep  as  a  remembrance  of  the  old 
days  at  Herrenhausen.  And  so  a  sort  of  odd 
feeling  came  across  me  to  wear  it  openly 
in  the  once  royal  city  of  Hanover. 

A  year  later  Lord  Ernest  went  again  to 
Paris,  and  as  he  was  again  going  to  see  the 
King,  I  asked  him,  if  he  saw  his  way,  to  ask 
if  I  might  have  a  fine  old  family  portrait, 
painted  by  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller,  of  Sir 
Robert  Walpole,  which  was  hanging  at 
Herrenhausen,  and  which  my  father  had 
given  King  Ernest.  The  King  was  more 
than  kind  about  it,  freely  returning  me  the 
picture,  and  authorising  me  to  use  any  means 
I  liked  to  get  it  back,  but  said  it  was 
not  possible  for  him  to  ask  for  it,  adding 
characteristically,  *  The  Prussians  are  in 
Hanover ;  they  have  stolen  all  I  have  there, 
even  down  to  my  trousers.'  Thus  was  the 
last  link  snapped,  that  bound  me  to  the  old 
life,  and  the  Royal  House  of  Hanover. 

Shall  I  ever  go  back  to  visit  the  old 
town  ?  I  felt  sad  as  the  train  took  me 
swiftly  away.  I  could  not  bring  back  the 
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old  days.  People  would  have  thought  me 
mad  if  I  had  talked  of  King  Ernest  or  King 
George,  though  I  am  told  that,  if  I  once 
more  lived  amongst  the  Hanoverians,  they 
would  love  to  talk  of  the  old,  old  times,  the 
dear  old  times. 

And  so  I  say  good-bye  to  my  Hanoverian 
home  and  manners  ;  and  if  my  reader  is  not 
bored,  or  does  not  think  me  egotistical,  I 
will  ask  him  to  follow  me  to  my  life  in 
England — very  uneventful,  but  mixed  up 
with  many  interesting  people. 

I  went  down  to  Windsor  the  day  of  King 
George's  funeral,  and  mingled  in  the  crowd 
— unknown  and  unrecognised  by  anyone — 
saw  the  coffin  taken  from  the  hearse,  and 
followed  it  as  far  as  the  public  was  allowed 
to  go.  Amongst  all  the  pushing  crowd  that 
gaped  and  stared,  there  was  no  one  whose 
heart  was  so  full  of  old  memories  and 
heart-stirring  recollections  of  the  blind  King 
as  I,  a  humble  spectator  in  the  crowd  that 
day,  when  the  last  King  of  Hanover  was 
laid  by  the  side  of  his  ancestors  in  the  royal 
vault  of  St.  George's. 
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I  am  afraid  I  shall  have  to  introduce 
somewhat  of  my  private  life,  as  a  great 
French  writer  said,  so  uninteresting  to  every 
one  except  oneself,  and,  I  may  add,  unless 
one  has  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  tree,  and 
then  there  is  no  detail  too  trifling,  no  inci- 
dent too  common,  that  the  public,  especially 
the  British  public,  do  not  seize  at  and  devour. 
Let  me  for  the  moment  fancy  I  am  at  the 
top  of  that  tree,  and  that  my  uneventful  life 
may  also  be  devoured. 
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CHAPTEE    III 

ENGLAND 

I  WAS  very  poorly  when  I  came  to  London  a 
child  of  six  years.  The  stories  I  have  been 
relating  are  all  only  faint  memories,  whispers 
of  the  past,  or  told  to  me  by  my  dear  old 
nurse  and  my  father. 

I  think  losing  our  mother  so  soon  was 
the  cause  of  a  great  deal  of  unhappiness  in 
our  young  days,  and  I  think  also  an  especial 
guardian  angel  watched  over  us  motherless 
ones. 

Well,  we  three  started  for  England, 
landed  in  London,  and  went  straight  to  our 
first  English  home.  None  of  us  could  speak 
a  word  of  English,  or  understood  it  either. 
We  were  taken  the  round  of  our  many  rela- 
tions and  friends,  all  curious  to  see  the  trio, 
for  my  mother  had  been  much  loved  by 
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many  in  England.  We  had  not  seen  our 
father  for  some  months,  as  he  had  been 
sent  on  a  small  diplomatic  mission  to  St. 
Petersburg.  How  angry  he  was  when  he 
found  us  practically  three  little  Germans. 
At  once  everything  was  changed;  the  old 
German  nurse  and  maid  despatched  back  at 
once.  It  did  not  make  matters  much  better 
for  us  when  he  saw  our  tear-stained  faces, 
and  heard  our  voices  broken  with  sobs  beg- 
ging and  imploring  to  go  back  with  them.  I 
shall  never  forget  those  first  days  of  loneliness 
and  misery.  The  German  language  was 
forbidden,  and  English,  hateful  English, 
was  only  to  be  spoken.  My  brother  in  six 
months  was  sent  to  a  school  at  Brighton,  kept 
by  the  son  of  my  father's  doctor  (a  great 
friend  of  his).  The  first  two  boys  were  my 
brother  and  the  late  Lord  Lytton.  We  two 
girls  went  to  live  with  a  cousin  of  ours,  who 
was  noted  for  his  magnificent  collection  of 
famous  Dutch  pictures.  We  used  to  love 
to  wander  amongst  these  beautiful  pictures. 
When  not  in  London  we  spent  our  holi- 
days either  at  his  beautiful  villa,  or  at 
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another  place  in  Kent  belonging  to  my  great- 
uncle  and  aunt.  Lord  Beresford,  my  uncle, 
was  an  old  Peninsular  veteran,  and  had  lost 
his  arm  in  one  of  the  battles.  Though  he 
meant  to  be  kind,  we  were  always  frightened 
of  him,  especially  I,  who  always  did  and  said 
the  wrong  thing.  One  day  an  old  gentle- 
man came  to  lunch.  We  children  were  very 
angry  at  being  put  at  the  side  table,  as 
there  was  a  large  party,  and  there  was  no 
room  for  us.  We  eyed  the  old  fellow 
askance  ;  and,  as  he  sat  very  stiff  and  up- 
right, we  settled  in  our  small  minds  that  he 
was  one  of  the  many  old  fogies  who  used  to 
haunt  the  house.  In  the  afternoon  we  were 
to  go  to  Lady  Ernest  Bruce,  who  was  my 
sister's  godmother,  and  as  our  nurse  was 
late  the  old  gentleman  offered  to  take  us,  as 
he  lived  close  by.  We  hated  going,  but  had 
no  choice,  more  especially  as  my  aunt  told 
us  to  be  very  good,  as  it  was  a  great  honour 
to  walk  with  him.  He  never  uttered  a  word 
the  whole  way,  except  to  tell  us  not  to  go 
in  the  puddles,  and  left  us  at  the  door  with 
a  curt  good-bye.  Lady  Ernest  asked  who 
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had  brought  us.  We  could  not  say.  *  De- 
scribe him,'  she  testily  said.  With  my 
usual  rudeness,  I  cried,  c  He  was  afraid  of 
our  dirtying  his  white  trousers,  and  pushed 
us  away  from  all  the  puddles,  and  seemed 
to  know  everyone,  as  everyone  took  their 
hats  off  to  him.'  With  a  shriek  of  horror 
at  our  not  knowing  him,  or  appreciating  the 
honour  of  walking  with  him,  we  were  told 
he  was  the  great  Duke  of  Wellington. 

Another  time  my  uncle  took  us  to  see 
a  Chinese  junk,  the  first  that  had  ever  been 
to  England.  A  great  fuss  was  made  when 
the  Chinese  were  told  who  their  visitor  was, 
the  hero  of  Albuera,  one  of  England's  well- 
known  generals.  They  expected  him  to 
come  in  full  uniform,  attended  by  aides-de- 
camp, and  insisted  on  firing  a  salute  of 
eighteen  guns  on  his  departure,  which 
frightened  us  to  death.  The  Chinese  loaded 
us  with  beautiful  presents,  and  gave  us 
girls  a  beautiful  piece  of  green  silk,  which 
my  aunt  insisted  on  her  maid  making  up 
into  two  little  bonnets.  How  hideous  they 
were  !  The  dirty  little  street  arabs  used  to 
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laugh,  and  call  out  at  us  £  Apple  Green ! ' 
The  Duchess  of  Inverness  was  a  constant 
visitor  at  my  aunt's  house,  and  I  shall 
always  remember  her  with  gratitude,  as  she 
was  so  kind  and  good  to  us,  always  taking 
our  part  when  people  laughed  at  our  German 
accent.  She  had  rooms  in  Kensington 
Palace,  and^many  a  happy  hour  we  spent 
there.  She  encouraged  us  to  talk  of^our  old 
Hanoverian  days.  One  long  happy  summer 
holiday  we  spent  at  the  beautiful  country 
seat  of  a  son  of  our  aunt's  by  her  first 
marriage.  Whilst  we  were  there  several 
visitors  stayed,  amongst  them  several  young 
men  who  went  under  the  name  of  c  Young 
England.'  Alas !  that  bright  happy  party 
of  enthusiastic  chivalrous  young  men  are 
all  dead  or  quite  old.  '  Old  England '  they 
would  be  called  now.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Disraeli 
were  amongst  that  party.  I  don't  think  he 
was  appreciated  then.  People  looked  on 
him  as  an  adventurer,  and*  though,  of 
course,  I  was  too  young  to  understand 
politics  or  remember  the  discussions  that 
used  to  take  place,  I  shall  ever  remember 
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how  kind  and  good  they  were  to  us.  As 
soon  as  the  early  cup  of  tea  was  brought 
them,  we  children  were  allowed  to  go  into 
their  room.  I,  loaded  with  German  books, 
climbed  on  to  the  foot  of  the  bed  and  read 
German  to  them.  Disraeli  used  to  try  and 
talk  it  with  me.  My  sister  never  would 
speak  anything  but  English,  as  German  had 
been  forbidden  by  my  father.  He  loved  to 
hear  me  recite  little  German  rhymes.  Mrs. 
Disraeli's  kindness  I  shall  never  forget. 
There  was  nothing  she  would  not  do  for  us, 
and  always  insisted  on  taking  my  sister  out 
driving,  taking  her  on  her  lap  if  there  was 
no  room  in  the  carriage.  We  always  rushed 
to  them  when  the  dressing-bell  rang ;  and 
my  greatest  treat  was  to  turn  out  Disraeli's 
box  of  jewels,  as  he  had  a  most  extraordinary 
collection  of  studs  and  pins  by  the  hundred. 
He  always  called  us  *  the  little  Hanoverians,' 
much  to  my  father's  annoyance,  and  I  can  re- 
member so  well  trying  to  make  him  pro- 
nounce dimcult  German  words,  such  as 
Ich,  michy  nicht,  and  Mrs.  Disraeli's  con- 
stantly chiming  in  with  *  Beautiful ! '  as  each 


ENGLAND  39 

time  the  accent,  if  possible,  was  worse  than  ^ 
before!' 

I  don't  think  I  ever  did  anything  really 
well  in  my  life,  except  riding,  of  which  I 
was  passionately  fond.     An  old  coachman  in 
the  family  took  a  great  delight  in  my  riding, 
taught  me  jumping,  and  made  a  small  circus, 
where  I  practised  daily.     My  cousin,  having 
heard  of  this,   insisted   on   all   the   guests 
coming  to  look  at  my  feats  of  horsemanship, 
and  loud  was  the  applause  as  the  bar  was 
put  higher  and  higher,  and  each  time  suc- 
cessfully jumped  by  me.     In  the  midst  of 
all  this  a  servant  rushed  in  to  tell  dreadful 
news.     My  cousin  kept  for  his  private  amuse- 
ment two  bears.     One  of  them  had  broken 
his  chain,  escaped,  gone  up  to  the  house  and 
into   the   dining-room.     It   was   about   six 
o'clock,  and  the  table  was  laid  for  a  large 
dinner  party.     Bruin  had  gone  in  at  the 
window ;  no  one  dared  enter,  and  he  was 
calmly  seated  in  one  of  the  best  chairs,  the 
other  half  of  his  body  on  the  table,  eating  all 
he  could  lay   hands,   or  rather   paws,   on, 
beautiful  fruit  being  devoured  by  him,  price- 
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less  china  and  glass  in  shivered  fragments 
at  his  feet.  Decanters  were  broken,  and  he 
was  greedily  lapping  up  the  wine.  What 
was  to  be  done  ?  How  get  him  out  ?  The 
housekeeper's  face  was  full  of  anguish,  and 
the  guests  would  soon  arrive  on  this  scene 
of  ruin  and  desolation.  The  keeper  had 
gone  away  for  the  day ;  no  one  dared  touch 
him,  till  the  animal,  tired  out  from  his  excess 
of  eating  and  drinking,  fell  asleep  peacefully 
under  the  window.  When  the  keeper  re- 
turned, a  rope  was  thrown  round  the  bear, 
and  a  sack  over  his  head,  and,  blinded  and 
stupefied,  he  was  led  back  to  his  cage,  and 
dinner  laid  in  another  room  for  the  amused 
guests. 

After  this  adventure,  my  cousin  tired  of 
his  four-footed  friends,  so  they  were  sent  to 
the  Zoological  Gardens  as  a  present,  and 
there  they  lived  to  a  good  old  age.  We 
children  often  visited  them  there,  and 
flattered  ourselves  that  they  knew  us  when 
we  threw  them  buns.  This  inroad  of  bears 
into  civilized  life  was  of  course  a  great  topic 
of  conversation  amongst  my  cousin's  friends. 
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On  Sundays  we  were  allowed  to  come  in  to 
dessert.  We  young  ones  had  been  much 
scared  by  the  maids  telling  us  the  bears  had 
found  their  way  into  the  house,  and  would 
come  again  and  eat  us  naughty  children  up, 
and  no  one  would  be  sorry  if  I  were  eaten. 
These  sorts  of  threats  and  cruel  teasing 
do  more  to  make  a  sensitive  child  miser- 
able than  thoughtless  people  imagine.  I  was 
sitting  next  to  Mrs.  Disraeli,  who,  as  usual, 
loaded  my  plate  with  goodies,  so  I  asked  her 
if  it  was  true  no  one  would  be  sorry  if  the 
bears  ate  me.  Ever  kind  and  thoughtful, 
she  did  her  best  to  comfort  me,  when  her 
husband,  hearing  all  this,  said  to  me, '  Would 
any  one  be  sorry  if  I  were  eaten  also  ?  '  I 
unhesitatingly  replied,  '  I  should  be  sorry,' 
evidently  having  a  high  idea  of  my  own  im- 
portance. A  gentleman  who  was  also  stay- 
ing in  the  house,  and  who  went  out  of  his 
way  to  snub  us,  called  out,  '  Well  done,  little 
Prussian.'  This  roused  all  my  childish  ire, 
as  he  knew  I  hated  to  be  called  Prussian,  for 
Hooked  upon  myself  as  Hanoverian,  so  I 
looked  him  steadily  in  the  face,  and  added, 
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'  The  whole  world  would  be  sorry.'  A  roar 
of  laughter  from  all  came  :  no  one  then  knew 
or  imagined  the  brilliant  future  of  this  quiet 
young  man ;  but  my  enemy,  sarcastically 
bowing  to  Disraeli,  replied,  *  We  greet  thee 
king  and  lord  of  all.  Out  of  the  mouths  of 
babes  and  sucklings  hast  thou  ordained 
praise.'  I  refrain  from  giving  his  name, 
though  he  was  afterwards  the  most  unpopu- 
lar man  in  London,  and  if  he  is  alive  I  do 
not  wish  to  bring  up  old  scores;  if  he  is 
dead  I  do  not  wish  to  hurt  the  feelings  of 
any  of  his  descendants.  I  do  not  remember 
this  incident,  as  I  was  too  young ;  but  it  was 
repeated  to  me  years  afterwards  by  the  late 
Lord  Strangford,  then  George  Smythe  (as 
he  was  called),  with  whom  I  became  very 
intimate  when  I  grew  up.  Perhaps  the 
anecdote  is  not  worth  repeating ;  but  it 
was  a  curious  prophecy  from  a  young  child, 
and  literally  came  true.  The  next  morning 
when,  as  usual,  we  went  in  at  eight  o'clock, 
Mrs.  Disraeli  gave  me  a  pretty  little  ring  to 
commemorate  what  she  called  my  fight 
with  the  man  she  and  I  so  cordially  hated. 
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How  many  bright  half-hours  did  I  spend  in 
their  room !  How  often  did  she  say  she 
would  like  to  buy  both  of  us  little  girls,  as 
she  had  none  of  her  own ! 

But  these  happy  mornings  and  evenings 
came  to  a  summary  end.  My  father,  who 
was  always  harsh  and  stern,  was  told  of  these 
daily  visits,  and  was  wild  when  he  heard  I 
was  speaking  the  much-hated  language  and 
reading  it  to  my  friends.  He  sent  for  us, 
and  as  usual  I  was  the  culprit :  my  sister 
had  loyally  kept  to  her  promise  of  never 
speaking  German.  I  was  forbidden  to  go 
to  their  rooms,  and  he  and  Mr.  Disraeli  had 
a  stormy  interview  which  ended  in  a  quarrel, 
and  we  were  sent  back  to  the  dreary  London 
house.  Mrs.  Disraeli  wrote  several  times 
when  they  came  up  to  town,  asking  us  to 
tea ;  but  it  was  always  sternly  refused,  and  I 
never  saw  Disraeli  again  to  speak  to  till 
years  and  years  had  passed,  and  I  was  stay- 
ing at  another  cousin's  house  (the  late  Earl 
of  Malmesburys'),  when  he  came  to  a  large 
party  and  was  introduced  to  me.  I  longed 
to  recall  the  old  days  to  him,  but  did  not 
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like  to  trespass  on  his  time,  as  he  was  then 
one  of  Her  Majesty's  ministers,  and  everyone 
was  trying  to  get  a  word  or  nod  of  recog- 
nition from  the  great  man.  Lord  Malmes- 
bury  asked  me  at  the  end  of  the  evening  if  I 
had  told  him  who  I  was,  adding  it  was  a  great 
honour  for  me  to  be  introduced  to  him. 
When  I  told  him  I  was  too  shy,  and  it  was  too 
long  a  story  to  tell,  he  said  I  was  a  fool  for 
my  pains,  and  had  missed  my  opportunity. 

We  returned  to  London  for  the  winter, 
and  there  my  poor  little  dog  Schnee  died.  I 
have  had  many  sorrows  since  ;  but  I  can  well 
remember  the  dreadful  grief  it  was  losing  my 
little  companion.  All  night  my  brother  and 
I  sat  up  with  him.  What  strange  things 
children  are !  We  forgot  the  stern  com- 
mands of  my  father  about  never  speaking 
German,  and  we  fondled  and  caressed  our 
canine  friend,  talking  to  him  in  German, 
vainly  thinking  that  that  language  would  save 
his  life ;  and  the  little  animal  seemed  to 
recognise  the  familiar  guttural  and  feebly 
wagged  his  tail.  'Don't  let  him  die,'  I  im- 
plored my  brother,  who  at  last,  desperate 
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what  to  do,  went  on  his  knees  and  repeated 
the  Lord's  Prayer  in  German,  thinking  it  was 
a  charm  or  fetish,  and  Schnee  would  recover. 
But  it  was  not  to  be,  and  Schnee  went  the 
way  of  all  dogs. 

We  were  kept  very  strictly  in  this  dull  old 
house,  and  the  only  children  we  were  allowed 
to  associate  with  were  the  three  Miss  Sidneys, 
daughters  of  an  old  brother  officer  of  my 
father's.  One  was  much  older  than  us,  and 
my  father  said  she  was  the  most  agreeable 
woman  of  her  day,  she  was  so  well  read,  and 
wrote  several  good  novels  herself.  We  lost 
sight  of  each  other  when  we  were  all  grown 
up,  as  we  all  married  and  each  went  her  own 
way.  The  eldest,  a  widow,  lives  in  London 
now.  There  is  no  one  I  love  talking  to  and 
seeing  more  than  her,  for  she  is  never  bored 
with  one,  and  has  the  great  charm  of  never 
letting  anyone  think  she  is  bored.  The 
youngest  married,  strange  to  say,  the  son  of 
an  old  Hanoverian  family,  who,  like  me,  is 
much  attached  to  the  Royal  House  of 
Hanover.  He  has  a  most  lovely  chateau 
in  the  north  of  Germany,  Gulzow  by  name, 
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more  than  interesting  to  lovers  of  English 
history,  for  the  house  is  full  of  portraits 
of  English  historical  celebrities.  His 
ancestors  were  much  mixed  up  with 
George  I.,  and  in  the  dining-room  there  is 
a  valuable  collection  of  pictures  by  Kneller, 
all  of  them  English  duchesses  of  that  period. 
The  celebrated  Countess  Kielmansegg,  who 
accompanied  George  I.  to  England,  was  the 
first  to  recognise  and  appreciate  the  talents 
of  Kneller  ;  she  introduced  him  to  George  I., 
and  Kneller,  in  gratitude  to  her,  gave  her 
replicas  of  his  celebrated  paintings.  Count 
Kielmansegg  has  also  the  coronation  throne 
or  chair  of  state  used  by  George  I.,  and  a 
beautiful  chair  worked  by  Sophia,  mother  of 
King  George,  whose  one  ambition  was  to  have 
put  on  her  coffin, '  Here  lies  Sophia,  Queen  of 
England.'  But  it  was  not  to  be,  as  she  died 
six  weeks  before  Queen  Anne.  There  are 
several  portraits  of  George  I.  there,  each  of 
them  rivalling  the  others  for  hideousness,  and 
one  can  quite  understand  how  the  English 
nation,  accustomed  to  the  beauty  and  fascina- 
tion of  the  Stuart  dynasty,  hated  and  loathed 
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the  ugly  progeny  of  the  Guelphs  forced  upon 
them.  Luckily  the  ugliness  has  died  out 
in  succeeding  generations,  and  we  now 
can  point  to  our  Eoyal  Family  with  pride, 
as  one  of  the  best-looking  and  cultured  of 
the  reigning  families  in  Europe. 

But  I  seem  to  be  going  on  too  fast  and 
dipping  into  the  end  of  half  a  century,  and 
must  return  to  the  beginning  of  it ;  only  I 
must  add  that  there  is  no  house  where  I 
feel  so  welcome,  and  where  I  am  so  happy, 
as  at  the  historical  old  chateau  of  Giilzow  ; 
and  it  is  strange  that  in  the  latter  part  of 
my  life  there  is  no  place  I  enjoy  visiting  so 
much  as  this  my  old  playmate's  home,  and 
that  I  should  really  find  a  second  German 
home  with  an  old  Hanoverian,  who  has  all 
the  courteous  bearing  and  agreeable  con- 
versation of  one  accustomed  to  mix  with 
foreign  princes  and  foreign  courts,  and  all 
the  simplicity  and  charm  of  an  English 
gentleman,  caught  by  a  long  and  happy 
marriage  with  what  one  so  seldom  sees  now, 
a  real  English  lady. 

I  seem  to  wander  off  to  highways  and 
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hedges,  and  must  now  go  back  to  my  un- 
interesting and  uneventful  life,  only  made 
interesting  by  being  accidentally  mixed  up 
with  many  well-known  people  both  in 
England  and  abroad. 

A  change  came  over  us  again.  I  had 
been  very  dangerously  ill  with  a  sort  of  brain 
fever,  brought  on,  they  said,  by  fretting  so 
much  over  my  dog,  and  losing  my  brother, 
who  had  passed  his  exam,  for  the  Navy,  and 
was  leaving  home  for  the  first  time.  We 
went  down  to  Kent  to  say  good-bye  to  our 
uncle  and  aunt,  Lord  and  Lady  Beresford. 
Her  son  had  married  the  present  Marquis 
of  Salisbury's  sister,  the  kindest  woman  that 
ever  lived.  She  nursed  me  so  tenderly 
through  this  illness  that  I  believe  I  owe 
my  life  to  her ;  and  when  I  first  began  to 
take  an  interest  in  outside  matters,  I  shall 
never  forget  my  wild  delight  at  her  bring- 
ing a  small  Scotch  terrier  and  putting  it  in 
my  arms  as  a  successor  to  Schnee.  Her 
husband  was  much  associated  with  the 
modern  High  Church  movement,  and  horri- 
fied at  our  want  of  reverence  in  church. 
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They  had  a  pew  in  the  gallery  of  All  Souls, 
Langham  Place,  and  made  us  children  have 
sittings  opposite,  and  used  to  fix  a  stern 
gaze  on  us  if  we  moved  at  all  during  service. 
I  recollect  during  this  visit  to  my  uncle,  the 
present  Marquis  of  Salisbury  coming  with  his 
wife.  I  think  they  had  only  just  been  mar- 
ried, and  were  rather  taken  aback  at  the  girls' 
school  they  met,  for  Lady  Mildred  Hope  had 
girls  of  her  own  ;  there  were  three  cousins 
and  we  two.  We  girls  eagerly  discussed  the 
new  arrival,  who  on  her  side  did  not  trouble 
to  notice  any  of  us.  He  was  then  only  a 
younger  son  with  a  small  fortune,  and  not 
much  thought  of.  But  his  sister  had  a  firm 
belief  in  his  star,  and,  child  as  I  was,  I 
remember  her  saying  to  my  father,  c  Give 
Eobert  only  the  chance  and  he  will  climb  to 
the  top  of  the  tree.' 

After  this  visit,  as  I  said  before,  we  were 
sent  to  a  small  town,  Ashby-de-la-Zouch, 
in  one  of  the  midland  counties,  to  be 
educated.  My  brother  came  on  leave  one 
summer  and  brought  his  old  schoolfellow,  the 
late  Lord  Bulwer.  What  a  happy  holiday 
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it  was  !  We  wandered  all  about  the  ruins 
of  a  beautiful  old  castle  that  was  in  the 
town,  and  Bulwer  used  to  relate  to  us  the 
most  beautiful  legends  and  stories  he  impro- 
vised respecting  the  grand  old  ruins,  re- 
building the  old  place,  filling  the  halls 
with  brave  knights  and  fair  dames.  One 
room  was  celebrated  as  being  the  prison 
house  of  Queen  Mary  of  Scotland,  for  whom 
young  Bulwer  had  an  intense  worship,  and 
so  vivid  and  life-like  were  his  descriptions 
of  her  that  one  could  almost  fancy  one  saw 
the  ill-fated  Queen.  He  was  devoted  to 
my  sister,  saying  she  was  like  one  of  the 
maidens  of  olden  days,  so  pure,  so  graceful. 
He  talked  of  all  sorts  of  things  far  beyond 
my  childish  understanding.  He  was  bold 
and  fearless,  like  the  knights  he  loved  so  to 
describe.  There  was  an  old  place  close  by, 
with  a  haunted  room  in  it,  associated  with 
the  following  weird  legend. 

One  of  that  race,  celebrated  for  his 
wickedness  and  blasphemy,  keeping  up  his 
disregard  of  everything  good  and  holy  to 
the  last,  left  directions  that  his  body  should 
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be  buried  in  an  ox's  hide  just  outside  the 
church  walls.     The  wish  was  carried  out, 
and  the  legend  ran  that  a  dreadful  monster 
on  certain  days  wandered  up  and  down  one 
of  the  rooms  moaning,  as  if  in  great  pain. 
Young  Bulwer  heard  of  this,  and  was  deter- 
mined to   go  and  sleep  in  the  room.     He 
insisted  on  my  brother  accompanying  him. 
We    knew   the   housekeeper  through    our 
governess's  brother,  who  was  solicitor  to  the 
family,  and  got  leave  to  wander  about  the 
house  and  garden.     I  can  see  the  two  boys 
starting,  my  brother  in  an  awful  funk,  the 
other  eagei  and  excited  to  see  the  apparition. 
The   next   morning   they   returned,   young 
Bulwer  furious  with  my  brother,  who,  he  said, 
left  the  room  at  midnight,  declaring  nothing 
would  make  him  stay  in  it  any  longer,  as 
he  heard  a  noise.     '  What  did  you  see  ?  '  we 
eagerly  asked.     '  I  shall  never  tell  anyone,' 
he  replied ;  and  nothing  would  induce  him  to 
tell  us.     But  he  had  a  strange  scared  look 
in  his  eyes,  and  we   were   certain  he   had 
seen  the  ghost.     Years  and  years  afterwards 
I  was  told  by  one  of  the  Bulwer  family  that 
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a  relation  of  theirs  (who  had  married  into  the 
family  referred  to),  laughing  at  the  story, 
slept  in  this  room,  and  declared  that  at  two 
in  the  morning  he  awoke  with  a  strange  feel- 
ing of  awe  on  him,  and  in  the  moonlight  he 
distinctly  saw  a  figure  clasping  his  hands, 
making  awful  noises,  and  wrapped  in  a  bull's 
hide.  He  was  perfectly  convinced  about  it. 
I  am  now  told  that  the  wall  of  the  church- 
yard has  been  rebuilt,  and  that  the  grave  of 
this  unhappy  man  is  now  inside  the  wall. 
Since  then  the  spirit  of  the  blasphemer  and 
sinner  has  ceased  to  wander. 

We  once  went  a  long  expedition  to  see 
some  gipsies.  Young  Bulwer  declared 
he  had  gipsy  blood  in  his  veins,  but  was 
rather  vague  from  which  side  he  inherited 
it.  He  insisted  on  seeing  the  gipsy  queen, 
for  her  to  tell  our  fortunes.  He  succeeded 
in  that ;  but  we  were  all  rather  disgusted  at 
finding  Her  Majesty  dirty  and  ill-favoured. 
She  was  much  amused  apparently  at  this 
invasion  of  four  sturdy  young  people,  and 
presented  Bulwer  with  an  awful  cur  as  a 
mark  of  her  favour.  But  as  we  only 
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managed  to  scrape  one  shilling  and  three- 
pence between  us,  she  refused  to  tell  our 
fortunes.  However,  a  dirty  young  woman 
offered  to  do  so  if  we  could  give  her  some 
'  baccy,'  which  the  two  boys  luckily  had.  She 
did  not  waste  words.  To  Bulwer  she  merely 
said  :  '  You  will  get  to  the  top  of  the  tree ;  '  to 
me, c  many  trials,  many  separations,  but  you 
can  make  name  and  fame  if  you  like ;  '  to  my 
brother,  c  a  foreign  grave.'  My  sister  was 
too  frightened  to  have  her  hand  examined. 
What  she  foretold  of  the  boys  came  true,  cer- 
tainly. ;  Bulwer  lived  to  be  English  ambas- 
sador at  Paris.  My  brother  died  in  Australia. 
I  have  had  many  trials  and  separations,  but 
I  don't  see  the  name  or  fame  ;  if  it  does  come 
it  is  better  late  than  never. 

The  day  after  our  expedition  the  two 
boys  left  us,  my  brother  to  join  his  ship, 
Bulwer  to  return  to  his  father.  I  think  that 
was  the  happiest  holiday  we  ever  had.  We 
all  swore  eternal  friendship,  endless  corre- 
spondence ;  but  it  all  fell  through.  Like 
many  a  childish  friendship  it  burned  fiercely, 
nickered,  and  then  went  out. 
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CHAPTEK  IV 

FRANCE 

MY  sister  and  I  lived  quietly  in  this  way 
till  my  father  was  appointed  to  a  consulship 
abroad,  where  we  joined  him,  and  where  it 
was  my  good  fortune  to  be  thrown  amongst 
many  interesting  people.  So  now  I  must 
ask  you  to  follow  me  to  France,  to  a  little 
Norman  town,  Cherbourg  by  name. 

Near  our  house  was  a  small  village. 
I  visited  a  good  deal  amongst  the  peas- 
antry, and  many  were  the  interesting 
stories  and  legends  they  told  us.  Amongst 
them  was  a  dear  old  man,  over  ninety  years 
old ;  and  a  strange,  wandering  life  he  had 
led.  He  was  a  Breton  by  birth,  coming 
from  a  village  near  St.  Malo,  hating  the 
Normans  with  all  the  old  hatred  that  has 
existed  for  years,  and  always  will  exist, 
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between  Brittany  and  Normandy.  His  son 
had  married  our  gardener's  daughter,  and  in 
his  old  age  the  father  had  come  to  Normandy. 
Falling  ill  there,  he  had  never  left  it.  I 
visited  him  daily  for  a  year,  as  he  was  quite 
bed-ridden.  He  had  been  apprenticed  as  a 
boy  to  his  uncle,  who  was  a  small  watch- 
maker in  Paris,  and  he  lived  in  the  midst  of 
the  first  French  Eevolution.  This  uncle 
was  looked  upon  with  horror  by  all  the 
family,  as  he  turned  Republican  and  atheist, 
forgetting  all  the  traditions  of  his  race.  He 
was  one  of  the  National  Guard  who  used  to 
go  to  the  Temple.  Old  Jean  as  a  boy  used 
to  take  him  his  food  and  sit  with  him.  He 
often  carried  the  pitcher  of  water  into  Marie 
Antoinette's  room.  His  description  of  the 
first  time  he  saw  her  was  most  interesting. 
He  had  no  idea  who  she  was,  as  she  was 
always  spoken  of  as  Veuve  Capet,  and  her 
daughter  as  Citoyenne  Marie.  The  first 
time  he  was  gruffly  told  by  his  uncle  to 
put  the  pitcher  down.  On  entering  her 
room  he  looked  up  and  saw  a  pale,  cold, 
stern-looking  woman  with  snow-white  hair, 
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standing  bolt  upright,  facing  the  three  men 
and  boy  as  they  came  in.  She  started  vio- 
lently as  the  boy  entered,  but  not  a  word  did 
she  say.  The  sight  of  the  child  must  have 
brought  back  to  her  mind  her  own  boy,  from 
whom  she  had  been  so  cruelly  separated. 
Some  childish  instinct  made  the  boy  rever- 
ently bend  his  head  to  her ;  and  if  he  had 
dared  he  would  have  doffed  his  cap  and 
bent  his  knee.  In  the  guard-room  he  asked 
who  this  Veuve  Capet  was,  and  was  told  a 
bad,  wicked  woman,  who  had  been  the  curse 
of  France.  Constantly  he  carried  the 
pitcher  to  her ;  and  one  day,  when  his  uncle 
was  more  drunk  than  usual,  and  not  notic- 
ing him,  he  slipped  three  little  primroses, 
which  he  had  in  his  hot  little  hand,  into 
hers.  The  Queen  took  them,  hid  them  in 
her  dress,  and  burst  into  tears.  Did  those 
primroses  remind  her  of  bright  happy  days 
when  France  showered  flowers  at  her  feet  ? 
The  child  was  frightened  at  her  hysterical 
sobs,  which  became  worse  and  worse.  Loud 
and  fierce  was  the  roar  of  laughter  from  the 
ribald  guards  on  hearing  Veuve  Capet  cry. 
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She  had  not  shed  a  tear  since  her  boy  had 
been  taken  from  her ;  but  the  flowers  had 
opened  the  flood-gates,  and  nothing  could 
stop  them.  The  boy  in  his  young  heart 
pondered  and  wondered  over  it  all.  Who 
was  she,  this  mysterious  lady  with  the 
snow-white  hair,  so  poor,  so  meanly  dressed, 
and  yet  so  grand  and  stately  ?  He  looked 
upon  her  as  a  saint,  and  was  certain  it 
was  all  a  lie  that  they  had  told  him  of  her. 
The  following  week,  in  carrying  the  pitcher, 
he  stumbled,  and  the  pitcher  fell  and  was 
broken  to  pieces.  His  uncle  was  furious, 
fetched  another,  and  told  the  boy  to  mop 
the  water  up,  and  left  the  room  angrily.  In 
one  moment  the  child  was  on  his  knees, 
and,  stooping  down,  suddenly  and  reverently 
kissed  the  hem  of  her  dress.  The  Queen 
laid  her  hand  gently  on  the  bright  little 
head.  The  boy,  hearing  footsteps  approach- 
ing, quickly  got  up  and  crossed  himself,  for, 
as  he  expressed  it,  he  felt  it  was  straight 
from  Heaven  that  the  blessing  came.  After 
that  accident  he  was  never  allowed  to  go  into 
the  room  again.  He  was  standing  among 
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the  crowd  when  she  was  taken  to  her  trial ; 
saw  her  marching  slowly  on,  with  her  hands 
crossed  on  her  breast,  a  bright  smile  on  her 
face.  Ah  !  she  knew  her  prison  gates  were 
opening.  Her  deliverance  came  ;  she  had 
tasted  more  than  the  agonies  of  death  in 
that  dreadful  cell.  Soon  after,  slowly  walk- 
ing in  the  streets,  he  came  across  a  fearful 
surging  crowd,  and  was  told  there  were  to 
be  a  lot  of  women  guillotined.  Frightened, 
he  tried  to  get  away  ;  but  the  crowd  closed 
upon  him,  and  the  ghastly  procession  passed 
by.  To  his  horror,  in  a  cart  full  of  terror- 
stricken  women,  he  saw  his  dear  Veuve 
Capet.  He  struggled  hard,  and  fought  to 
get  at  her,  not  knowing  why  he  did  so, 
only  longing  for  a  look  or  sign  from  her ;  but 
it  was  no  use.  The  terrible  procession  swept 
by,  and  he  never  saw  Veuve  Capet  again. 
'  But  I  shall  see  her  some  day,'  he  said  to 
me.  '  When  my  end  is  coming  Veuve  Capet 
will  come  and  fetch  me.' 

After  her  death  he  met  Marie  Capet  in 
the  garden  of  the  Temple.  She  gave  him  a 
tiny  slip  of  paper,  inside  of  which  was  one 
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tiny  primrose,  saying  at  the  same  time, '  It  is 
from  my  mother,'  and  relating  to  him  that 
a  priest  who  stood  by  the  ill-fated  Queen 
on  the  scaffold  to  give  her  his  blessing, 
received  from  her  this  slip  of  paper  to  give 
to  her  daughter,  to  whom  she  had  given  in- 
structions about  it. 

Jean  was  sent  back  to  Brittany  soon  after 
this,  and,  entering  the  French  navy,  was  taken 
prisoner  at  one  of  the  naval  fights,  and  for 
a  long  time  was  imprisoned  in  one  of  the 
hulks  at  Portsmouth.  If  all  the  stories  are 
true  that  he  told  me,  his  treatment  was  a 
disgrace  to  the  English  nation.  He  returned 
again  to  Paris  when  peace  was  proclaimed, 
and  one  day  suddenly  came  across  Marie 
Capet,  as  he  called  her,  walking  in  the  Tui- 
leries  gardens.  He  tried  to  get  near  her, 
but  could  not.  He  said  she  looked  very  sad, 
as  if  nothing  could  make  her  smile.  One  of 
the  gentlemen  near  her,  hearing  this  man 
say,  'Marie  Capet,  Marie  Capet,'  thought 
he  was  mad,  and  came  up  to  him.  Jean  told 
his  story,  how  he  had  waited  on  Veuve  Capet 
in  the  Temple,  and  how  he  longed  to  see 


60      FOREIGN   COURTS   AND   FOREIGN   HOMES 

Marie  Capet.  The  gentleman  took  down 
his  name  and  address,  and  a  month  later  a 
letter  came  summoning  him  to  the  Palace. 
He  went,  and  standing  by  the  window  was 
Marie  Capet,  dressed  in  exactly  the  same 
costume  as  in  her  prison  days.  She  had 
put  it  on  on  purpose.  Jean  rushed  up. 
seized  her  hand,  kissing  it  fervently,  and 
kept  saying,  l  Oh,  Marie  Capet,'  to  the  as- 
tonishment of  a  priest  who  was  in  the  room. 
Sternly  rebuking  him,  he  told  Jean  it  was 
the  Duchesse  d'Angouleme,  daughter  of 
Marie  Antoinette  and  Louis  XVI.  '  No, 
no,'  he  roughly  said,  c  not  Marie  Antoinette, 
but  my  dear,  dear  Veuve  Capet.'  The 
Duchesse  was  strongly  moved,  and  burst 
into  tears,  telling  him  that  the  proud, 
stately  woman  in  the  Temple  was  her 
mother,  once  Queen  of  France.  He  told  us, 
such  a  broken-hearted  looking  woman  he 
had  never  seen  before.  Her  voice  seemed 
full  of  tears  ;  a  slight  nervous  shudder  was 
constantly  running  through  her  frame ;  and 
her  face  had  a  frightened,  scared  look,  as  if 
she  still  saw  the  horrors  of  that  dreadful 
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prison.  Jean  was  just  returning  to  Brittany 
and  going  to  be  married  :  the  Duchesse  pre- 
sented his  bride  with  all  her  trousseau,  and 
gave  him  a  pension,  which  went  on  till 
the  day  of  her  death,  and  it  was  so  liberal 
that  he  saved  on  it.  It  was  a  great  shock 
to  him,  Veuve  Capet  turning  out  to  be  a 
Queen.  In  his  boyish  imagination  he  had 
pictured  her  as  a  saint  of  olden  time  come 
down  to  visit  earth.  He  was  scared  at  the 
idea  of  her  being  royalty.  He  often  visited 
Paris  in  after  years,  but  never  went  to  the 
Tuileries.  When  the  Emperor  and  Empress 
came  to  Cherbourg  he  went  in  the  crowd  to 
see  her ;  but  came  back  disappointed  in  her, 
owning,  though,  that  her  face  was  lovely,  her 
figure  exquisite,  her  clothes  beautiful :  but 
she  did  not  rouse  the  feeling  of  reverence 
that  Veuve  Capet  did.  In  fact  he  did  not 
even  take  his  cap  off  to  her. 

Jean  was  most  anxious  to  see  our  Queen, 
who  came  over  with  Prince  Albert  incognito. 
He  stood  by  the  landing-stage,  dressed  in 
his  quaint  old  Breton  costume ;  and  when  I 
asked  him  what  he  thought  of  our  Queen, 
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he  answered  so  naively :  '  Mademoiselle,  I 
felt  I  must  take  off  my  cap  to  her.  She 
was  not  beautiful,  nor  smartly  dressed ;  but 
a  feeling  came  over  me  as  it  used  to  do 
when  I  saw  Veuve  Capet :  I  felt  I  must 
bow  my  head.'  I,  as  an  English  girl,  did 
indeed  feel  proud  at  this  mark  of  respect 
made  by  a  Breton  peasant  to  my  Sovereign. 
Poor  old  Jean  got  weaker  and  weaker, 
and  it  was  evident  to  all  that  he  could  never 
return  to  his  dear  Brittany.  Oh  !  how  he 
pined  and  longed  to  get  home  !  He  hated 
the  idea  of  dying  on  foreign  soil.  He  was 
always  singing  to  himself  the  quaint  old 
Breton  ditty : 

Judas  Iscariot  etait  Norman, 
Tout  le  monde  il  le  dit ; 
Entre  Caen  et  Rouen 
Ce  malheureux  naquit. 

Daily  we  used  to  go  and  sit  with  him. 
He  loved  us  to  come,  and  we  girls  fell  into 
his  peculiar  ways,  and  always  called  him 
*  mon  pere ; '  and  many  is  the  time  I  have 
knelt  at  his  bedside  to  have  his  blessing. 
He  idolised  my  sister,  and  said  she  would  die 
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a  good  Catholic  and  go  straight  to  Heaven. 
Latterly  he  wandered  in  his  mind,  and  went 
back  to  the  stormy  terrors  of  the  first  Kevo- 
lution,  and  talked  such  horrors  that  it  made 
one's  blood  run  cold.  He  vividly  described 
one  day  how  the  head  of  the  Princesse  de 
Lamballe  was  carried  about  the  streets  of 
Paris,  blood  dripping  from  it.  The  last  night 
we  sat  up  with  him  till  three.  There  was  a 
grand  fete  held  in  honour  of  the  Emperor 
and  Empress,  who  were  there,  salutes  fired, 
etc.  The  sons  and  daughters-in-law  went 
out  to  see  the  ftte,  and  we  girls  promised  to 
sit  with  him  till  they  returned,  no  one  think- 
ing the  end  was  so  near,  though  the  doctor 
came  and  said  he  would  not  last  through 
the  day.  He  rallied,  and  we  were  alone  with 
him.  We  had  never  seen  death,  and  were 
terrified.  He  saw  it  and  called  us,  saying, 
'  I  shall  not  go  till  Veuve  Capet  comes,  who 
will  fetch  her  petit  bonhomme  when  his 
time  comes.'  He  then  told  us  to  fetch  his 
prayer-book,  old  and  nearly  worn  out  from 
constant  use.  Inside,  at  the  Mass  for  the 
Dead,  was  a  tiny  piece  of  paper.  He  gave  it 
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to  my  sister,  saying,  c  When  I  am  dead,  place 
it  in  my  coffin,  on  my  heart ;  it  is  only  a 
faded  primrose.'  We  knew  what  he  meant ; 
and,  faithful  to  her  promise,  my  sister  placed 
it,  after  his  death,  on  his  heart.  The  Nor- 
man peasants  who  were  present,  thinking 
in  their  greed  it  was  bank  notes,  roughly 
asked  what  it  was,  and  wished  to  open  it, 
but  were  pacified  by  my  sister's  clear  voice 
saying,'  Jean  gave  it  me  ;  it  is  only  a  faded 
primrose.' 

What  a  brilliant  night  it  was  ! — all  the 
town  en  fete,  and  a  poor  old  Breton  peasant 
waiting  his  summons.  Suddenly  at  12  p.m. 
sounds  of  artillery  pierced  the  air — a  hundred 
and  one  guns  booming  forth  to  tell  the 
townspeople  the  Emperor  had  left  for  Brest 
— and  by  a  strange  coincidence  the  stately 
man-of-war  was  called  '  La  Bretagne.'  A 
light  came  over  Jean's  face ;  he  sat  up  in  bed. 
At  that  moment  his  family  entered.  Awe- 
struck, all  knelt,  and  a  faint  voice  from  the 
bed  was  heard  to  say,  'Veuve  Capet,  je  viens  ! ' 
It  was  curious  that  amidst  sounds  of  artillery 
the  spirit  of  the  dead  Queen  had  come  to 
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summon  her  '  petit  bonhomme  '  home.  No 
one  saw  her,  but  Jean's  spirit  had  passed 
away.  We  were  very  overcome,  and  felt 
very  frightened.  The  guns  kept  booming, 
booming,  and  the  rough  accents  of  the  Nor- 
man priest  were  heard  praying  for  the  soul 
of  the  departed  peasant.  Slowly  we  all  left 
the  room ;  my  sister  and  I  reverently  kissing 
the  hands  of  our  dear  old  friend  as  he  lay 
with  them  crossed  on  his  breast,  feeling  we 
had  lost  one  of  our  truest  friends  ;  for  he  was 
always  teaching  us  right,  and  telling  us  to  be 
good  and  brave  and  holy  like  Veuve  Capet. 
He  had  kept  his  simplicity  and  faith  all  this 
time.  No  peasants  are,  or  were,  so  piously 
brought  up  as  the  Bretons.  They  seem  to 
belong  to  quite  another  race  than  the  crafty 
Norm  an,  the  gay  Parisian,  or  the  fiery  peasant 
of  the  South.  In  the  hulks  of  England,  on 
board  the  French  men-of-war,  where  atheism 
reigned  rampant,  Jean  remembered  the 
teaching  of  his  Breton  mother,  and  his  faith 
never  wavered.  He  taught  us  a  great  deal 
of  Breton  patois,  which  the  French  them- 
selves cannot  understand.  Strange  enough, 
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the  Welsh  and  Breton  dialect  are  so  alike 
that  the  two  nations  can  make  each  other 
understand.  A  large  yacht  belonging  to  a 
late  cousin  of  mine,  Mr.  Talbot,  and  princi- 
pally manned  by  Welsh  sailors,  often  went 
to  Brest.  The  sailors  used  to  mix  freely 
with  the  natives  of  that  place,  understanding 
their  patois,  and  they  in  their  turn  under- 
standing theirs. 
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CHAPTER  V 

NOEMANDY 

OUES  was  a  strange  life,  mixing  with  all 
sorts  and  conditions  of  men. 

Our  father,  a  cold  stern  man,  was  bored 
to  death  by  having  us  two  girls  on  his  hands. 
We  never  had  a  word  of  affection  or  kind- 
ness from  him.  His  one  idea  was  to  shut  us 
up,  and  deny  us  the  fun  and  freedom  that 
most  girls  of  our  age  had.  My  sister  gave 
in,  and  stopped  at  home;  but  I  would  not,  and 
said  if  I  couldn't  see  the  fun  by  fair  means, 
I  would  by  foul.  We  had  an  old  Norman 
housekeeper  who  simply  idolized  us,  and  we 
were  very  fond  of  her.  She  had  made  for 
each  of  us  a  costume  of  the  Normandy 
peasant  style ;  and  dressed  in  that  I  used  to 
go  with  her  to  many  a  village  fete.  One  day 
I  nearly  came  to  terrible  grief.  The  Queen 
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had  come  over  with  Prince  Albert.  I  longed 
to  see  her,  and  asked  my  father  if  I  might 
go  to  the  landing-stage,  and  see  her  land. 
He  was  just  going  off,  officially,  to  accompany 
her  in  her  drive  through  the  town  and 
country.  I  did  long  to  see  my  Queen,  but 
was  sternly  refused.  I  had  been  on  the 
pier  the  night  before  and  seen  the  Victoria 
and  Albert  glide  in,  and  take  up  her  moor- 
ings inside  the  famous  breakwater.  It  is  a 
strange  feeling  that  comes  across  English 
people  when,  in  a  foreign  land,  surrounded 
by  foreigners,  they  see  the  Eoyal  yacht  come 
in,  the  English  flag  flying,  and  they  know  it 
has  their  Queen,  their  Sovereign,  on  board. 
I  knew  my  father  was  to  dine  on  the  Koyal 
yacht  that  night ;  so,  doffing  my  quaint  little 
dress,  I  and  dear  old  Bonnine,  as  we  called 
her,  got  hold  of  her  son,  who  was  a  gen- 
darme, and  persuaded  him  to  take  us  in 
the  gendarmes'  boat  and  row  alongside  the 
Eoyal  yacht.  How  I  craned  my  neck  and 
stared,  hoping  to  have  a  glimpse  of  my  Queen ! 
I  insisted  on  his  rowing  us  quite  close,  so  I 
might  say  I  had  touched^the  yacht.  But  we 
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were  promptly  ordered  off  by  the  officious 
marine.  The  next  day  the  Queen  landed  in 
the  morning  to  visit  the  dockyard.  All  my 
plans  of  seeing  her  were  knocked  on  the 
head,  as  we  were  told  at  breakfast  the  Royal 
children  were  coming  up  to  pay  us  a  visit. 
How  pleased  we  were  !  All  the  morning  we 
toiled  at  making  an  enormous  mat  of  all  the 
most  beautiful  flowers  we  could  collect,  for 
them  to  walk  on,  so  that  they  should  not 
tread  on  an  ordinary  mat. 

Princess  Helena,  Princess  Louise,  and 
Prince  Arthur  arrived.  The  two  Princesses 
jumped  over  the  mat,  saying  it  was  far  too 
lovely  to  walk  on.  Prince  Arthur,  boy-like, 
stepped  right  into  the  middle,  heedlessly 
crushing  all  our  flowers,  and  was  scolded 
well  by  Princess  Helena.  What  a  happy 
half-hour  we  spent  with  them  !  What  pretty 
shy  manners  they  had,  and  how  kindly  they 
accepted  two  bouquets  we  timidly  offered ! 
They  wandered  all  over  the  garden.  In  the 
afternoon  the  Queen  was  to  land  again,  and 
drive  to  an  old  quaint  ruin,  Bricquebec,  the 
last  fortress  in  Normandy  that  was  held  by 
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the  English,  and  given   up  in  Henry  V.'s 
time.    No  one  knew  she  was  to  land,  and  that 
the  carriage  and  pair  waiting  at  the  landing- 
stage  was  for  the  Queen  of  England.     But  it 
soon  leaked  out,  and  on  her  return  all  the  town 
thronged  to  see  her,  women  coming  out  with 
lighted  candles  to  pay  her  homage.     '  Oh,  la 
bonne  femme  ! '  they  kept  ejaculating,  which 
was  the  highest  term  of  honour  they  could 
give  her,  as  it  was  an  expression  peculiar  to 
that  part  of  the  world,  meaning  she  was  per- 
fect wife,  mother,  and  woman.     It  was  then  I 
so  nearly  came  to  grief.     Bonnineand  I  were 
in  the  crowd,  gaping  and  staring  like  all  the 
rest,  I  in  peasant  dress,  when  Prince  Albert 
turned  to  my  father  and  said,  '  What  a  very 
plain  race  these  Normans  are  !     But  there 
is  rather  a  jolly  young  girl  over  there  :  with 
her  bright  hair  and  complexion,  one  could 
almost  take  her  for  an  English  girl.'     I  felt 
as  if  I  should  sink  into  the  earth.     What 
was  to  be  done  ?     I  would  rather  have  died 
than  lose  my  chance  of  seeing  the  Queen. 
Luckily  the  Queen  remarked  something  to 
my  father,  and  he  did  not  see  his  promising 
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daughter,  so  my  last  hour  did  not  come. 
Close  by  was  dear  old  Jean,  with  his  snow- 
white  hair,  his  clothes  sparkling  with  bright 
Breton  buttons,  which  are  handed  down  from 
father  to  son  (if  my  father  had  only  known 
we  had  helped  to  polish  those  buttons  the 
night  before !).  I  saw  my  father  go  down 
the  steps  to  the  Eoyal  boat.  I  and  Bonnine 
fled,  and  I  told  my  sister  of  our  escape.  I 
listened  as  if  butter  would  not  melt  in  my 
mouth  as  my  father,  at  dinner,  told  us  all 
about  the  Queen's  landing. 

The  inhabitants  of  Cherbourg — at  least, 
the  poor  in  our  district — loved  to  talk  to  us 
about  the  Queen's  visit.  Naturally  a  cold 
race,  poverty-stricken,  and  only  thinking  of 
their  poverty  and  struggles  to  get  more, 
they  did  not  think  much  of  crowned  heads. 
As  long  as  they  could  have  their  pot-au-feu 
and  their  cheap  wine,  they  did  not  meddle 
much  with  politics ;  but  it  did  strike  them 
more  than  anything  that  the  mighty  Sove- 
reign of  England  (that  unknown  country 
to  them,  which  some  in  their  imagination 
thought  consisted  of  milords,  and  could 
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have  no  poor)  should  drive  about  their  town 
with  no  guards,  no  state,  only  accompanied 
by  her  husband  and  children.  It  was  the 
woman  they  admired,  the  tender  wife,  the 
fond  mother.  Some  of  them  kept  for  years 
the  cheap  candle  they  had  bought  to  light 
the  streets  whilst  she  drove  past  in  the 
twilight.  It  was  an  extraordinary  mark  of 
French  reverence. 

Eather  a  curious  incident  a  propos  of  it 
occurred.  My  sister  had  stood  godmother 
to  the  infant  grand-daughter  of  our  old 
friend  Jean.  The  simple  peasants  asked  if 
we  would  come  to  the  christening  feast : 
they  pressed  so  hard  that  we  did  not  like  to 
refuse.  The  father  was  a  gendarme ;  and  as 
my  sister  and  I  entered  the  little  garden, 
we  found  the  pathway  lined  on  each  side 
with  his  comrades  in  full  uniform,  to  pay 
honour  to  the  English  visitors.  We  were 
received  with  a  roll  of  the  drums,  and  con- 
ducted to  two  chairs,  almost  of  state.  How 
well  those  peasants  behaved  !  No  French 
noblemen  of  the  old  school  could  have  been 
more  courteous  or  high-bred.  After  supper 
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the  principal  gendarme  in  a  pompous  voice 
proposed  the  health  of  the  Emperor;  an- 
other sang,  '  Partant  pour  la  Syrie.'  Poor 
old  Jean  refused  to  stand  up  to  drink  it. 
With  his  Breton  loyalty  he  only  remembered 
the  old  Bourbon  race.  A  great  altercation 
took  place  ;  but  luckily  nothing  further  was 
said  than  calling  him, '  Le  mauvais  Breton.' 
Then  the  cure  of  the  village  rose,  and  in  a 
loud  tone  said,  '  For  the  first  time  in  my 
parish,  and  at  such  a  gathering,  has  such 
a  toast  been  drunk :  '  A  la  Eeine  d'Angle- 
terre,  la  bonne  femme  ! '  All  rose  cheering 
lustily,  even  the  women,  and  all  again  said, 
'  A  la  bonne  femme  !  '  Imagine  the  delight 
of  my  sister  and  myself.  We  shook  hands 
with  all ;  and  felt  so  excited,  so  enthusiastic, 
that  in  drinking  her  health  we  cried.  We 
felt  so  proud  of  our  Queen.  It  was  the  first 
time  they  had  drunk  wine  that  evening,  poor 
things ;  some  were  so  afraid  they  might  get 
drunk  before  their  English  visitors,  so  amongst 
themselves  they  had  agreed  that  very  little 
wine  should  be  drunk  till  we  had  gone. 
We  left  after  this,  and  all  the  gendarmes 


74      FOREIGN  COURTS  AND  FOREIGN  HOMES 

insisted  on  escorting  us  home.  Luckily  our 
house  was  quite  close  by,  and,  again  saluting 
us  with  a  roll  of  drums  that  only  Frenchmen 
can  produce,  they  returned  to  the  cottage, 
and  sat  solemnly  eating  and  drinking  till  the 
next  morning.  It  was  a  touching  incident 
of  French  homely  life  that  I  am  quite  sure 
no  English  person  has  had  the  privilege 
of  attending;  only  we  were  so  identified 
with  our  poor  people,  they  looked  upon  us 
as  belonging  to  them.  I  expect  half  that 
generation  has  passed  away.  The  little 
baby  did  not  live  to  grow  up,  and  died  before 
her  old  grandfather. 
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CHAPTEE  VI 

EEMINISCENCES  OF  THE  GBEAT  NAPOLEON 

WE  became  very  intimate  with  some  of  our 
country  neighbours,  '  la  noblesse  de  pro- 
vence,'  as  they  were  called.  They  held  the 
same  sort  of  position  and  standing  as  our 
country  squires,  but  are  without  their  brus- 
querie  and  pomposity/  One  of  our  great  "v 
friends  was  an  old  French  general,  le  Comte 

de  M .     He  had  seen  the  campaign  of 

Moscow,  and  many  and  thrilling  were  the 
stories  he  told  about  the  wonderful  fascina- 
tion that  the  first  Napoleon  held  over  all 
those  he  mixed  with.  My  friend  was 
Norman.  At  one  time  his  family  had  been 
Huguenot.  He  entered  the  army  young, 
and  commanded  a  very  smart  cavalry  regi- 
ment. He  dined  with  the  Emperor,  in 
company  with  several  officers,  when  the 
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march  to  Moscow  was  decided  upon.  He 
felt  very  low  and  wretched,  having  just  left 
his  young  wife  and  only  child.  The  Em- 
peror clapped  him  on  the  shoulder,  and  said, 
'  Buvez,  mon  brave  ;  buvez  a  notre  succes.' 
Tremblingly  he  took  up  the  glass  that  the 
Emperor  passed  him,  and  by  some  mischance 
the  glass  fell  from  his  hands  and  smashed 
to  pieces.  Another  glass  was  hastily  put 
in  his  hand.  The  Emperor  had  walked  to 
another  part  of  the  room,  and  did  not  see 
the  accident.  It  seemed  to  be  his  custom 
never  to  sit  long  at  table,  but  to  walk  from 
one  guest  to  another.  The  French  colonel 
felt  a  cold  shudder  go  through  him.  Was 
the  breaking  of  that  glass  a  bad  omen  ? 
At  that  instant  a  letter  was  put  into  his 
hand.  It  was  from  his  wife,  imploring  him 
to  come  at  once.  Their  little  daughter, 
their  one  ewe  lamb,  was  dangerously  ill. 
He  must  come — throw  all  up,  and  come  to 
her.  What  would  he  do  ?  To-morrow  they 
were  to  march ;  could  he  refuse  to  go  ?  The 
Emperor  came  up  at  that  moment,  heated 
with  wine,  eyes  bright,  hands  trembling 
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with  excitement.  c  Buvez,  mon  cher.  What 
was  the  toast  ?  '  '  Moscow.'  '  Moscow  !  ' 
Napoleon  looked  at  him  and  said,  '  Mos- 
cow and  no  drawing  back.  We  all  leave 
our  hearts  behind ;  honour  calls  us  on. 
Your  Emperor  knows  your  struggle.  Buvez 

a  Moscou.'     What  intuition   had  told  him 

• 

his    officer's    trouble  ?       What    wonderful 
powers  of  persuasion  made  him  induce  this 
young  father  not  merely  to  follow  him,  but 
forego  to  ask  for  leave  ?     Years  after,  the 
Count  was  told  how  his  servant  had  been 
questioned  by  the  servants  of  the  suite,  who 
told  their  master  his  errand,  and  that  was 
how  the  Great  Buonaparte  knew  the  way  to 
work  on  the  colonel's  feelings  and  keep  him 
at   his   side,  and  spare  him  the  pain  and 
indignity  of  a  refusal.*'  Wild  and  long  did  the 
revelry  last  that  night;  but  the  Count  sat 
apart,  praying  for  the  child  he  so  loved,  pray- 
ing the  angel  of  Death  would  not  visit  his 
peaceful  Norman  home.     Next  morning  he 
received    a   letter  appointing  him  aide-de- 
camp to  the  Emperor,  and  specially  attach- 
ing him  to  his  person.     At  daybreak  they 
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started,  the  Grand  French  Army,  the  flower 
of  the  nation,  the  Emperor  heading  them 
on  his  favourite  white  charger,  presented  to 
him  by  the  people  of  Paris  as  a  New  Year's 
gift. 

The  old  general  told  many  interesting 
stories  of  that  march;  how,  though  a 
Eoyalist  by  tradition,  he  had  thrown  in  his 
fortune  with  the  Emperor,  and  if  asked  he 
would  have  laid  down  his  life  for  him.  He 
told  of  the  Emperor's  meals,  the  little 
soupers,  the  Emperor  giving  attention  to 
the  minutest  details ;  his  firm  belief  in 
his  star ;  his  interest  in  the  hospitals,  the 
sick,  the  wounded ;  how  he  would  talk  of 
the  wonderful  things  that  would  happen 
when  they  reached  Moscow ;  how  they  all 
looked  upon  it  as  a  sort  of  garden  of  Eden ; 
the  riches  it  would  bring  them,  the  ever- 
lasting renown,  the  undying  glory.  But 
through  all  these  dreams  and  visions  of  glory 
the  poor  father  longed  for  news  from  home. 
None  came ;  it  was  too  far.  The  day  before 
they  entered  Moscow  the  Emperor  gave  a 
large  dinner.  The  Count  was  one  of  the  in- 
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vited.  The  sitting-room  was  lighted  by  the 
gilded  crosses ;  the  great  bell  of  the  Cathedral 
was  tolling  all  night.  '  It  means  the  death 
of  Kussia,'  the  marching  army  proudly  said. 
How  little  did  they  know  it  meant  the  death 
of  the  French  army.  After  supper  the  Count 
accompanied  the  Emperor  all  along  the 
lines.  The  soldiers  were  told  to  smarten  up, 
to  look  their  best,  to  let  the  Russian  nation 
see  what  a  splendid  thing  the  French  army 
was.  How  silent  was  the  gloomy  city ! 
How  sadly  everyone  there  had  retired  to 
rest !  No  lights  were  to  be  seen  ;  no  noise 
heard,  but  the  tolling  of  the  grand  old 
Kremlin  bell.  The  next  morning  the  start 
was  made.  The  Count  rode  in  the  Emperor's 
brilliant  suite,  the  Emperor  trying  to  look  as 
if  all  were  right ;  but  they  all  felt  depressed, 
none  of  them  felt  like  victors.  Silently  they 
marched  in,  all  through  the  deserted  streets ; 
nothing  living  to  be  seen  but  a  few 
frightened  peasants.  A  halt  was  made  in 
the  Great  Square,  and  still  the  bell  kept  on 
its  mournful  toll.  The  Emperor  did  not 
speak  till  they  halted,  then  in  a  few  brief 
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words  his  orders  were  given,  and  different 
quarters  of  the  city  assigned  to  various 
squadrons.  To  the  Count  he  gave  the 
Square  where  the  Kremlin  was,  and  he  was 
to  use  a  large  palace  for  the  accommodation 
of  the  officers.  To  him  also  was  given  the 
task  of  going  into  the  Kremlin,  of  climbing  up 
the  steps  of  the  lofty  tower,  to  stop  that 
weird  tolling.  Accompanied  by  fifty  men 
he  climbed  up,  the  bell  tolling,  tolling,  all 
the  time  as  they  clambered  up.  When  the 
top  was  reached,  the  door  was  locked,  and 
they  could  not  get  in.  He  sent  hastily  down 
for  hatchets  to  break  open  this  massive  door, 
and  sat  wearily  down  to  wait,  listening  to  the 
awful  clang  of  that  bell,  feeling  as  if  his  brain 
would  go.  He  longed  to  go  into  the  fresh  air ; 
but  he  was  a  soldier  and  had  orders,  and  must 
stop  there  till  the  bell  was  silenced.  At  last 
the  necessary  tools  were  brought,  and  the 
hammering  and  noise  of  breaking  down  the 
door  drowned  the  clanging  of  the  incessant 
tolling.  Finally  the  door  was  forced ;  but 
on  doing  this  no  one  had  noticed  that  the 
tolling  had  ceased.  The  belfry  was  de- 
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serted.  The  iron  chains  that  moved  the 
bell  were  still  swaying  to  and  fro  as  if  in- 
visible hands  were  playing  with  them,  but 
there  was  no  sign  of  life.  Down  they  all 
went,  scared  and  alarmed,  not  knowing  why 
— back  into  the  streets,  back  into  their  quar- 
ters. I  don't  think  history  with  its  volu- 
minous pages  has  mentioned  this  episode  of 
the  Kremlin  bell,  told  me  by  an  eye-witness. 
The  house  the  Count  was  quartered  in  was 
most  beautifully  furnished.  The  wardrobes 
were  full  of  most  costly  clothes  ;  the  library 
with  English  books ;  the  cellars  open  and 
full  of  wines,  several  bottles  broken,  and 
their  contents  spilled  on  the  floor;  large 
casks  of  oil  in  the  butler's  pantry  trickled 
slowly,  and  one,  on  the  principal  staircase, 
was  just  dripping,  as  if  by  accident.  Ah  ! 
how  little  did  the  invaders  know  it  was  all 
planned — fuel  to  the  flames  !  In  one  room 
full  of  toys,  evidently  the  nursery,  there 
was  a  lot  of  candle  grease  on  the  table. 

The  Count  wandered  from  room  to 
room,  his  soldiers  eagerly  rushing  about 
and  filling  their  pockets  with  all  the  costly 
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trinkets  that  were  lying  about,  although 
no  pillage  was  allowed.  The  Count's  heart 
was  full  of  forebodings.  He  refused  to  go  to 
the  great  banquet  the  Emperor  was  giving. 
His  heart  was  full  of  home.  The  sight  of 
these  toys  awoke  old  memories.  He  felt 
what  his  feelings  would  be  if  his  own  bright 
Norman  home  were  invaded  by  a  ruthless 
foreign  army.  He  returned  to  the  room  he 
had  chosen  for  himself.  Twice  that  night  he 
was  aroused  by  an  alarm  of  fire,  and  he 
went  out  and  helped  to  extinguish  it ;  but 
it  was  constantly  breaking  out  again.  At 
last,  tired  and  exhausted,  he  lay  down  to  rest, 
but  again  was  aroused  by  the  baying  of  a 
hound  quite  close  at  hand.  It  seemed  under 
his  bed.  At  last  he  heard  it  in  the  next 
room ;  but  he  could  find  no  entrance  to  it. 
He  opened  a  wardrobe  which  he  thought 
contained  only  dresses ;  but  it  was  empty. 
On  touching  the  back  of  it,  it  slid  back, 
disclosing  a  room  where  a  strange  sight 
met  his  eyes.  The  room  was  a  small 
chapel :  a  beautiful  crucifix  on  the  altar, 
Russian  eikons  set  with  brilliant  jewels 
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about  the  room,  and  opposite  the  altar 
was  a  small  coffin  open,  and  in  it  a 
beautiful  child  of  about  three  years  of  age 
lying  like  a  marble  statue.  Candles  were 
burning,  and  there  was  a  scent  of  flowers ; 
around  all  an  atmosphere  of  peace  and  holi- 
ness. A  small  Sevres  clock  ticked  the 
weary  hours  away.  Outside  in  the  streets, 
ribald  songs  and  rough  merriment ;  inside 
the  tiny  chapel,  death  and  a  promise  of  a 
future  life  and  happiness.  As  his  eyes 
caught  a  splendid  altar-piece  of  the  Besur- 
rection  he  reverently  bent  and  kissed  the 
hands  of  the  dead  child ;  a  low  growl  met  his 
ear ;  and  from  under  the  altar  came  one  of 
those  splendid  Eussian  wolf-hounds,  its  coat 
bristling,  ready  to  fly  at  the  intruder.  But 
it  was  not  for  him  the  eyes  of  this  faithful 
guardian  of  the  dead  shone  and  glared. 
The  French  soldiers  had  penetrated  into 
the  chapel.  All  was  lawful  spoil  to  them. 
Was  not  Moscow  promised  to  them  ?  One 
brutal  fellow  laid  hold  of  the  eikons  on  the 
altar ;  another  tried  to  take  a  beautiful  locket 
that  was  round  the  dead  child's  neck.  With 
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one  bound  the  dog  flew  at  his  throat,  and  in 
a  second  the  Count  levelled  his  pistol  and 
swore  to  shoot  anyone  who  dared  to  enter 
the  room.  They  all  disappeared,  not  daring 
to  disobey  their  officer,  and  the  Count  was 
again  alone.  Hastily  picking  up  some  of 
the  flowers,  he  placed  them  in  the  shape  of  a 
cross  on  the  child's  breast.  What  was  there 
in  it  all  that  reminded  him  of  his  peaceful 
home  in  sunny  Normandy,  with  his  three- 
year-old  darling  he  had  left  so  closely  clasped 
in  her  mother's  arms,  whose  last  letter 
had  summoned  him  to  her  sick-bed  ?  He 
then  fetched  water  for  the  dog,  who  seemed 
to  recognise  him  as  a  friend ;  then  shut  the 
door,  and  went  out  to  help  again  in  extin- 
guishing the  fires.  He  did  not  return  to  the 
palace  that  day,  for  he  had  had  orders  to 
fall  in  with  the  rear-guard,  and  attend  the 
military  council  and  try  and  persuade  the 
Emperor  to  leave  the  ill-fated  city.  In 
the  evening  he  went  into  the  tiny  chapel 
again.  No  trace  was  left  of  the  little 
coffin;  but  the  dog  was  there,  and  the 
picture  of  the  Christ  looking  down  mourn- 
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fully  and  sadly  with  extended  arms,  as  if 
saying,  *  A  broken  and  contrite  heart  I  will 
not  despise.' 

The  Count's  heart  felt  broken.  He  felt 
he  never  should  see  his  child  again,  and 
that  the  dead  child  mysteriously  carried 
away  was  the  message  sent  to  tell  him  that 
the  two  little  ones  were  safe  in  Paradise. 
The  dog  did  not  after  that  leave  him,  but 
followed  him  mournfully  and  slowly  wher- 
ever he  went. 

That  night  again  the  flames  burst  out, 
and  it  was  decided  to  leave  Moscow,  THE 
HOLY  CITY.  All  discipline  seemed  ended : 
deep  and  loud  were  the  curses  against 
Eussia,  and  against  the  Emperor  who  had 
misled  them.  The  Count  remained  on  for 
two  days,  following,  as  ordered,  with  the  rear- 
guard. His  was  the  last  regiment  to  leave, 
and  as  he  passed  through  the  gate  a  Russian 
peasant  put  a  letter  in  his  hands.  He  opened 
it,  and  out  fell  the  diamond  locket  that  was 
round  the  dead  child's  neck,  and  a  paper 
with  it,  on  which  was  inscribed  in  French, 
'  Fill  your  pocket  with  chocolate  bon-bons.' 
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He  obeyed;  went  to  a  bon-bon  stall,  and 
crammed  his  pockets  with  them,  and  those, 
he  said,  saved  his  life,  and  kept  body  and 
soul  together.  They  camped  just  outside 
the  gates,  and  the  city  burnt  fiercely  that 
night.  For  miles  the  sky  was  lit  up  with 
the  glow,  and  the  bells  tolled,  and  the  French 
army  marched  out  to  its  death.  He  struggled 
on  with  the  rest,  the  dog  close  at  his  heels, 
till  they  came  to  that  fearful  river  of  ice 
which  they  had  to  cross  to  reach  the  other 
side.  Pitiless  fires  were  on  every  side,  in  all 
villages  and  towns,  as  if  to  mock  them  ;  the 
ice  and  cold  outside.  Oh,  that  river  of  ice  ! 
Even  that  seemed  turned  against  the  in- 
vading army.  Many  a  gallant  soldier  and 
horse  perished  in  that  surging  flood.  What 
was  he  to  do  ?  Alone  he  stood  on  the  ice- 
floe. Was  death  really  so  near  to  him  ? 
Full  of  fancies  and  impressions,  like  the 
Normans,  he  fancied  he  saw  a  child  on 
another  floe,  by  its  side  the  dog,  who  made 
one  bound  at  it.  The  Count  followed,  and 
then  the  dog  jumped  from  one  piece  to 
another,  always  looking  back  as  if  inviting 
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him  to  follow ;  and  so  he  did  at  the  peril  of 
his  life,  madly  jumping  till  he  safely  reached 
the  other  side.  The  dog  looked  at  him.  A 
whistle  was  heard,  from  where  he  knew  not, 
but  it  was  familiar  to  the  dog.  It  turned  and 
jumped  into  the  river  again.  The  Count 
watched  it  jump  back,  but  at  last  lost  sight 
of  it,  and  never  knew  if  it  reached  the  shore 
safely ;  but  on  looking  back  he  again  saw  a 
light,  and  the  figure  of  a  little  child  on  the 
other  side,  his  guardian  angel.  He  told  me 
he  often  saw  it  in  after  life,  and  at  his  death 
he  felt  certain  he  would  come  for  him ;  and  so 
he  did  (if  the  story  I  was  told  was  true),  as 
when  dying  he  kept  saying,  '  Eegardez  Fen- 
fant.'  The  Count  reached  his  home  safely, 
one  of  the  few  survivors  of  that  terrible  cam- 
paign, and  found  only  a  tiny  grave  in  the 
churchyard,  with  a  cross  and  a  broken  lily 
sculptured  on  it.  Curiously  enough,  the  cross 
he  had  put  in  the  Eussian  child's  coffin  was 
of  lilies. 

Years  after,  the  Count  went  to  London 
as  one  of  the  members  of  Marshal  Soult's 
suite,  when  he  was  sent  on  some  mission  to 


88     FOREIGN  COURTS  AND  FOREIGN   HOMES 

England.     At   one   of  the   smart   London 
balls  he  was  at,  he  was  struck  by  the  like- 
ness  of  a   beautiful  Eussian   lady  to  the 
little  child  whose  body  lay  in  the  chapel  at 
Moscow  years  ago.     He  longed  to  be  intro- 
duced to  her ;  but,  knowing  the  stiffness  of 
English  society,  he  did  not  dare  address  her. 
He  was  told  it  was  no  use  asking  her  to 
dance,  as  she  never  danced.     Desperate,  he 
followed  her  into  the  supper-room,  got  a  seat 
next  her,  and  taking  the  locket  he  always 
wore  round  his  neck,  he  placed  it  on  her 
plate  with  a  courtly  French  bow,  saying, 
*  This  locket  is  yours  ;  it  came  from  Eussia.' 
The  blood  rushed  to  her  face  ;  she  looked  at 
him  fixedly  and  said,  *  You  are  the  French 
officer  who  placed  the  cross  on  my  child, 
and  kept  our  chapel  free  from  the  French 
soldiers.'      Question   and    answer    quickly 
followed.    She  told  him  how  she  had  ordered 
a  Eussian  servant  to  follow  him  till  he  left 
Eussian  soil,  with  orders  that  if  he  died  on 
that  fatal  march,  he  was  to  see  him  properly 
buried ;  how  he  whistled  the  dog  away  ;  how 
in  the  dead  of  night,  when  he  (the  Count) 


was  asleep,  the  faithful  serf  took  the  dead 
child  away ;  how  the  child  had  sickened  and 
died  the  day  of  the  French  army's  entry ; 
how  impossible  it  was  to  take  the  body 
away ;  how  they  had  emptied  the  wine 
bottles  and  oil  casks,  and  done  all  they 
could  to  help  the  conflagration. 

She  was  leaving  London  next  day  :  her 
husband  also  was  attached  to  a  special 
mission  to  England.  Warmly  she  invited 
the  Count  to  come  and  visit  them  again  in 
the  old  home  at  Moscow  ;  and  they  parted, 
having  met  once,  only  once,  but  friends  for 
her  life,  and  to  the  day  of  her  death  they 
kept  up  a  brisk  correspondence.  The  iron 
had  entered  into  both  their  souls,  and  they 
both  had  little  ones  at  rest. 

The  old  General  used  to  talk  by  the  hour 
of  his  Russian  campaign.  At  the  close  of 
the  campaign  he  retired  from  the  army,  and 
lived  quietly  and  peacefully  in  his  country 
home.  He  never  got  over  that  campaign 
and  the  misery  it  caused  France,  and 
Waterloo  finished  his  dislike  of  the  Buona- 
parte dynasty.  He  threw  in  his  lot  with 
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the  Orleans,  the  *  Bourgeois  King,'  as  Louis 
Philippe  was  familiarly  called  in  Paris. 

Although  he  hated  England  and  English 
people,  he  was  always  kind  to  us  girls ;  and 
we  loved  to  wander  with  him  through  his 
woods  and  gardens,  and  hear  of  stirring 
times  and  scenes. 
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ANOTHER  great  friend  of  ours  was  Alexis  de 
Tocqueville.  He  also  was  of  Norman  ex- 
traction, and  with  the  bigotry  of  that  age 
was  rather  looked  down  upon,  as  he  had 
devoted  himself  to  literature  instead  of  em- 
bracing a  diplomatic  or  military  career.  He 
married  an  English  lady,  who,  having  no 
children  of  her  own,  took  a  great  fancy  to 
us  girls  when  I  was  about  sixteen  years  old, 
and  from  then  we  almost  lived  at  the  old 
chateau.  Dear  old  Chateau  de  Tocqueville  ! 
how  I  loved  it,  with  its  quaint  old  tower  and 
a  winding  stone  staircase  leading  into  a  long 
gallery  with  dear  little  bedrooms  each  side, 
furnished  in  the  old  French  style  :  a  small 
bed  in  an  alcove,  a  polished  floor,  two  cane 
chairs,  a  small  deal  table,  on  which  were  a 
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tiny  basin  and  jug,  etc.     Wardrobes  were 
unknown  luxuries  in  the   old   chateau.     I 
loved  my  little  room,  which  was  at  the  end 
of  the  library,  containing  a  marvellous  col- 
lection of  books,  where  the  talented  author 
used  to  sit  all  the  morning.     I  generally  sat 
with  him.     He  was  always  writing  political 
essays   and  philosophical  books — historical 
snatches,  as  he  called  them.     He  made  me 
read  to  him   some    of    our    great    works. 
Macaulay  he  admired  immensely  ;    Hume, 
Smollett,  and  Walter  Scott  he  never  tired 
of.    What  a  happy  life  it  was  !  the  chateau 
always  full  of  well-known  French  people  : 
Montalembert,  with  his  beautiful  face  and 
firm  belief  in  the  Roman  faith ;  longing  to 
head  a  crusade  to  Protestant  England,  and 
bring  her  back  to  the  fold  of  the  Roman 
Church ;   full  of  poetry   and  enthusiasm ; 
knowing    English    perfectly,   having    been 
taught  it  by  his  mother,  who  was  a  de- 
scendant of    an   ancient   Scottish    family. 
How  delighted    he  was    with   a    copy  of 
Jameson's  *  Legendary  Art '  which  my  sister 
gave  him.     Monsieur  de  Courcelle,  who  had 
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been  French  ambassador  at  Rome  at  the 
time  when  the  Pope  fled,  and  Rome,  the 
Eternal  City,  was  abandoned  by  the  Holy 
Father  and  left  to  all  the  horrors  of  a  civil 
war  and  atheism.  How  enthusiastically 
those  two  men  talked  of  Catholicism,  while 
Alexis  de  Tocqueville,  who  was  outwardly 
an  active  Catholic,  smiled  gravely  and  shook 
his  head  at  all  their  firm  belief  in  legends 
and  saints  scarcely  known  to  the  Catholic 
world  even.  Gktstave  de  Beaumont,  one  of 
the  forty  members  of  the  Academy,  the 
*  silver-tongued  Gustave,'  as  he  was  called, 
so  beautiful  and  elegant  were  his  discourses 
at  that  wonderful  Academy.  Remusat, 
rough  and  ready,  always  longing  to  see 
the  tide  turn  against  French  Imperialism. 
Admiral  de  Chabannes,  belonging  to  an  old 
Legitimist  family,  with  his  courtly  bearing 
and  strong  devotion  to  the  Legitimist  cause. 
What  energy  they  all  had  !  All  these  men 
loathing  the  Emperor ;  all  modern  Re- 
publicans except  the  Admiral. 

Many  neighbours  used  to  come  to  the 
chateau  :  it  was  always  open  house.     One 
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of  these  constant  visitors  belonged  to  an  old 
historical  family,  a  lineal  descendant  of  the 
great  minister  Choiseul,  and  was  the  last  of 
his  race.  He  owned  a  beautiful  old  chateau, 
St.  Pierre,  close  to  Tocqueville,  where  he 
lived  alone.  His  mother  periodically  paid 
him  a  visit — a  hard,  cold  woman,  bowed  down 
with  sorrow  and  trouble,  but  too  proud  to 
show  it ;  married  from  the  convent  to  his 
father,  a  wild  reckless  rouS  of  the  French 
Court,  who  left  her  at  the  old  chateau  while 
he  wasted  time  and  substance  in  the  gay 
French  capital.  She  was  only  seen  in  the 
village  church  at  stated  times.  She  had  three 
children :  the  eldest  a  girl  who  never  left 
her ;  the  second  was  humpbacked  ;  and  this 
son,  the  last  of  his  race,  who  loved  to  come 
to  the  gatherings  at  Tocqueville.  He  never 
dared  cross  or  vex  his  mother.  She  heard 
of  the  constant  visits  of  her  son  to  the  little 
chateau,  and  of  the  two  English  girls, '  here- 
tics,' as  she  called  us.  All  were  allowed  to  go 
to  St.  Pierre  except  us  two.  The  last  Eng- 
lishman who  had  come  there  was  our  James 
II.,  who  had  slept  there  with  the  Grand 
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Monarque  the  night  before  the  fatal  battle  of 
La  Hogue,  where  England  beat  the  navies  of 
the  great  French  King,  and  when  James  II. 
proudly  said,  though  he  knew  crown  and 
country  were  lost  to  him  in  that  battle, 
*  None  but  English  sailors  could  fight  like 
that.'  Sternly  did  the  King  reprove  him, 
and  left  him  standing  on  the  beautiful  cliffs, 
and  swore  (so  the  tale  runs)  that  he  never 
would  look  on  his  face  again.  The  old 
Countess  was  only  three  months  in  each 
year  at  St.  Pierre.  The  week  she  left  we 
were  all  asked  to  dejeuner.  What  a  lovely 
old  spot  it  was,  associated  with  historical 
legends  !  One  seemed  to  go  back  to  the  old 
days.  How  stiff  that  meal  was  !  All  the 
guests  brought  one  by  one  and  introduced 
to  the  English  visitors  ;  all  sitting  round  in 
a  circle  till  the  meal  was  announced.  Then 
the  young  Count  took  my  sister  in  first, 
not  arm  in  arm  as  in  England,  but  hand  in 
hand,  passing  through  a  room  where  hung 
a  full-length  portrait  of  Louis  XIV.  He 
stopped  as  he  came  up  to  it,  and  bent  his 
head  as  a  Catholic  does  to  the  Host  on  the 
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altar,  gravely  saying  he  never  passed  it 
without  paying  it  that  homage.  He  had 
been  brought  up  to  look  upon  the  Grand 
Monarque  almost  as  a  god.  After  dejeuner, 
lifting  his  glass  with  a  slight  bow  to  us,  he 
said  in  a  firm  voice,  *  Let  us  drink  to  the 
English  and  French  alliance  ;  and  from  this 
day  my  chateau  is  always  open  to  both 
nations.' 

How  pleasant  was  our  intercourse  with 
the  Count !  He  was  crazy  about  England. 
His  house  must  be  kept  in  English  fashion ; 
horses,  carriages,  grooms,  all  came  from 
England  :  yet  he  never  dropped  old  French 
customs,  though  he  became  one  of  our  most 
intimate  friends.  He  never  offered  us  his 
hand,  but  bowed  low  on  seeing  us  and  on 
saying  good-bye. 

One  morning  I  received  a  letter  from 
my  father  to  say  some  English  friends 
of  his — Baillie-Cochrane  (afterwards  Lord 
Lamington)  and  Monckton  Milnes  (after- 
wards LordHoughton) — were  coming  over  to 
Cherbourg,  and  would  much  like  to  see 
Tocqueville,  having  a  great  admiration  for 
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the  owner.  Alexis  de  Tocqueville,  with  his 
usual  hospitality,  sent  word  to  them  asking 
both  of  them  to  come  straight  on.  Next 
day  he  received  a  reply  saying  they  should 
come  direct  from  the  steamer.  Arrange- 
ments were  made  for  their  reception.  They 
arrived  at  midday.  We  all  waited  for  them 
in  the  drawing-room.  The  carriage  drove 
up,  but  the  visitors  did  not  come  in.  A 
French  footman,  dressed  in  the  peculiar 
fashion  of  the  country,  viz.  a  blue  blouse 
and  loose  trousers,  came  in  and  said  both 
gentlemen  had  gone  to  their  rooms  and 
asked  each  for  a  bath.  What  was  to  be 
done  ?  There  was  not  such  a  thing  in  the 
house.  '  Mais  qu'ils  doivent  etre  sales,'  was 
the  naive  remark  of  a  French  cur 6,  who  prob- 
ably never  used  a  bath.  The  only  thing 
approaching  a  bath  was  a  wooden  tub  in  the 
kitchen,  used  for  washing  up  plates,  etc. ; 
that  would  do  for  one,  how  about  the  other  ? 
They  must  make  the  best  of  it  between  them, 
which  they  did,  judging  by  the  splashing 
on  the  polished  floor.  In  half  an  hour  they 
came  down,  both  looking  so  clean,  so  fresh, 
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full  of  apologies  for  keeping  the  company 
waiting,  perfect  masters  of  the  French 
language,  both  full  of  imagination  and 
poetry. 

One  day  we  were  told  Monseigneur  Du- 
panloup,  Bishop  of  Orleans,  was  coming,  for 
he  was  a  great  friend  of  Montalembert.  He 
was  one  of  the  most  distinguished  prelates 
of  the  Koman  Church,  always  in  hot  water 
through  his  fiery  denunciations  of  the  Im- 
perial policy — a  thorough  gentleman,  which 
the  French  prelates  are  not  always.  He  had 
never  been  to  Normandy  before,  and  had 
a  great  longing  to  go  everywhere.  He 
and  I  used  to  roam  about  for  miles,  or 
drive  in  the  rough  victoria  the  Tocque- 
villes  had.  There  was  one  spot  we  longed 
to  go  to,  only  reachable  at  low  tide,  and 
that  was  the  rock  on  which  the  ill-fated 
boat  struck  that  was  carrying  Henry  I.'s 
son  and  daughter  back  to  England.  The 
peasants  declare  that  at  certain  tides,  if 
you  go  far  enough  out,  you  can  hear  the 
cries  of  the  unhappy  princess  imploring 
help.  We  made  up  a  party  and  went, 
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amongst  us  the  Bishop  and  his  chaplain,  a 
narrow-minded  priest  from  the  south,  know- 
ing nothing  of  England  and  its  history,  and 
looking  upon  Protestants  as  only  fit  to  be 
burned.  How  he  and  I  used  to  fight !  How 
rude  I  was  to  him,  always  contradicting  him, 
and  what  is  vulgarly  called  '  shutting  him 
up,'  to  the  Bishop's  great  delight,  who  dis- 
liked him  as  much  as  we  all  did.  We  went 
by  night,  and  what  a  lovely  night  it  was ! 
Long  we  sat  on  the  cliff,  the  bright  moon 
over  us,  the  sea  booming  beneath.  Sud- 
denly Montalembert  stood  up  and  began  by 
reminding  us  of  all  that  had  passed  before 
those  cliffs  hundreds  of  years  ago.  He 
described  the  Eoman  legions  sweeping  up 
those  waters,  eager  to  conquer  the  unknown 
isle,  the  mysterious  England ;  St.  Augustine 
with  the  cross  in  the  prow,  sturdily  refusing 
to  land  in  Gaul,  but  bent  on  christianising 
England  ;  then  the  Spanish  Armada  pass- 
ing by  those  cliffs,  also  bent  on  landing 
in  England ;  then  the  great  English  navy 
sailing  down  to  fight  the  French  ships. 
Oh  !  how  eloquent  he  became  as  he  said 

H   2 
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how  mysterious  the  ways  of  Providence 
were  :  how  the  French  fleet  sailed  forth  full 
of  pride  and  fervour  to  fight  for  the  Catholic 
faith,  and  to  force  back  on  Protestant  Eng- 
land the  Catholic  king  she  had  spurned 
and  driven  out — and  Protestant  England 
conquered.  The  great  sea  now  stretched 
before  us  was  rolling  over  the  graves  of 
French  and  Englishmen.  When  he  had 
finished  the  Bishop  rose,  and,  seeming  utterly 
oblivious  of  us,  he  dropped  on  his  knees 
and  in  a  clear  voice  said,  *  Holy  Church,  in 
her  great  mercy,  prays  for  all.  Let  us  pray 
for  the  souls  of  the  mighty  dead  lying  under 
the  peaceful  waters.  English  and  French  are 
alike  beloved  by  Our  Lord,  lying  side  by  side 
under  the  great  waters,  waiting  for  their 
last  judgment.'  '  No,'  cried  Montalembert, 
'  don't  pray  to-night  for  them ;  the  prayers 
of  the  faithful  are  always  going  up  to 
Heaven  for  the  departed.  Let  us  all  pray  for 
the  conversion  of  England,  because  we  may 
live  to  see  that  great  country  come  back  to 
the  faith  of  her  fathers.'  A  solemn  hush 
prevailed  over  us,  till  Baillie-Cochrane  cour- 
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teously  begged  pardon  for  declining  to  join 
in  those  prayers.  '  I  am,'  he  said,  ( the 
descendant  of  the  old  Scotch  Covenanters, 
and  I  am  proud  of  the  Protestant  blood  that 
flows  in  my  veins.'  He  described  the  suffer- 
ings of  the  Covenanters  in  the  old  times : 
how  they  worshipped  their  God  in  holes  and 
caves,  and  were  hunted  down,  shot,  perse- 
cuted, but  steadily  kept  to  their  faith — still 
the  little  lamp  burnt  brightly  on ;  and  to-day 
all  Scotland  and  England  reaped  the  benefit 
of  the  Protestant  faith,  and  held  their  own 
and  were  recognised  by  Greek,  Turk,  infidel, 
as  the  great  Protestant  Church  whose 
branches  are  all  over  the  world.  *  No, 
Montalembert,'  he  said,  '  I  do  not  pray  for 
the  conversion  of  England ;  I  pray  for  the 
crushing  of  infidels  in  both  countries  ;  that 
the  Protestant  cross  and  the  Catholic  cross 
may  go  side  by  side,  and  let  future 
generations  know  that,  in  spite  of  all  the 
infidelity  of  France  and  atheism  of  Ger- 
many, there  is  a  God  who  judges  the  earth.' 
Everyone  was  struck  by  the  passionate  flow 
of  language  from  the  usually  cold,  re- 
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served  Scotchman  who  had  spoken  so  little 
before. 

A  fisherman  suddenly  came  up,  and,  ap- 
proaching us,  said  the  tide  was  going  out 
fast,  and  it  was  now  time  to  go  to  the 
Keine  Blanche  (as  the  rock  was  called)  if 
we  wished  to  hear  the  cry  of  the  English 
princess.  They  did  not  all  feel  inclined  to 
scramble  about  the  rocks,  it  was  so  lovely 
sitting  on  those  cliffs ;  so  the  party  consisted 
only  of  Baillie-Cochrane,  Montalembert,  the 
Bishop's  chaplain,  and  myself  who  followed 
the  guide.  Long  and  laborious  was  the 
descent,  then  a  walk  over  sands  to  a  rock 
that  was  slowly  uncovering  itself.  We 
climbed  to  the  top  and  waited  for  half  an 
hour,  all  listening  to  Baillie-Cochrane,  who 
seemed  wound  up  that  night.  Montalem- 
bert was  also  excited,  and  speaking  in  fluent 
English.  Baillie-Cochrane  quoted  verse 
after  verse  of  old  Scotch  poems,  and  told 
Scotch  legends  which  Montalembert  lis- 
tened eagerly  to.  The  French  priest  was 
bored  and  tired,  and  sleepily  told  his  beads. 
Suddenly  a  loud  prolonged  shriek  was  heard 
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which  turned  my  blood  cold.  Was  it  a  cry 
of  the  ill-fated  princess  from  the  sea  beat- 
ing against  the  rock  on  which  they  say  her 
ship  struck  ?  '  Ecoutez,  messieurs,'  said 
the  fisherman,  '  la  Princesse.'  A  cloud  of 
white  foam  was  seen ;  it  was  her  spirit,  our 
guide  said.  Montalembert  laughingly  said 
it  was  the  sea-gull's  cry ;  no  spirit  was  there. 
Baillie-Cochrane  confided  afterwards  to  me 
that  he  really  was  startled,  for  he  had  some 
of  the  superstition  of  a  Scotchman,  and  for  a 
moment  he  firmly  believed  it  was  the  cry  of 
the  drowning  Princess.  But  something 
more  serious  had  occurred;  the  tide  was 
coming  in,  and  our  rock  was  surrounded  by 
the  sea.  We  were  a  long  way  from  the 
land  :  the  lights  of  the  little  village  flickered 
in  the  distance.  Nothing  could  be  seen  but 
the  line  of  foam  dashing  upon  the  rock, 
taking  all  sorts  of  forms  and  shapes,  often 
looking  like  a  white  form  tossing  wildly 
about";  and  that  cry  still  went  on  echoing, 
echoing,  whether  sea-gull  or  spirit  we  none 
of  us  really  knew.  I  was  too  frightened  to 
cry,  and  the  British  love  of  fighting  came 
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over  rne,  as  I  longed  to  punch  the  priest's 
head,  who  kept  groaning  and  moaning,  and 
ended  by  imploring  me  to  pray  for  help  and 
succour.  I  could  not  help  roughly  replying, 
1 A  heretic's  prayer  will  only  make  the  tide 
rise  higher.'  Suddenly  a  cheery  shout  was 
heard,  and  a  boat  came  rapidly  up.  Our 
friends  on  the  cliffs  had  played  us  a  trick. 
They  knew  the  tide  rose  rapidly  in  these  parts, 
and  had  ordered  a  boat  to  be  in  readiness 
behind  the  rocks  to  take  us  off  after  we  were 
all  well  frightened.  How  they  teased  us  on 
landing,  all  of  us  owning  that  we  had  been 
scared  to  death,  except  the  priest,  who  firmly 
declared  his  prayers  had  caused  a  miracle, 
which  brought  the  boat  to  our  rescue.  As 
we  were  all  talking  English  none  of  us 
troubled  ourselves  to  explain  to  him  the 
trick  those  on  shore  had  played  us. 

How  quickly  that  week  flew !  The  burning 
eloquence  of  the  Bishop,  the  strong  earnest 
piety  of  Montalembert  had  sown  the  good 
seed,  and  there  awoke  in  my  sister's  heart 
the  desire  to  follow  that  faith  they  so  loved 
and  longed  for  us  to  follow  too.  The  flicker 
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in  my  sister's  heart  burnt  fiercer  and  fiercer, 
and  finally  caused  her  to  leave  all  friends 
and  her  country  and  join  the  Sacre  Coeur  at 
Lyons.     The  last  evening  we  all  spent  to- 
gether we  all  felt  subdued  and  depressed. 
Baillie-Cochrane  had  sent  over  to  England 
for  an  old  piece  of  silver,  which  he  presented 
to  our  host  at  dinner,  telling  him  of  the  old- 
fashioned  English  custom  of  drinking  the  lov- 
ing cup.     He  filled  it,  and  in  a  speech  in  the 
French  language,  drank  to  the   future  of 
French  literature  and  its  brightest  followers 
and  ornaments,  Charles  de  Montalembert  and 
Alexis  de  Tocqueville.     It  was  passed  round, 
and  Alexis  in  a  graceful  speech  in  English 
drank  to  English   statesmen  and  Scottish 
chivalry,  coupling  the  names  of  Monckton 
Milnes  and  Baillie-Cochrane.     The  Bishop 
then  took  the  cup  and  said,  as  a  Eoman 
prelate  and  before  two  Protestants  it  was 
difficult  to  propose  a  toast  in  keeping  with 
his  holy  profession,  and  avoid  saying  words 
to  wound   the    pride   and  feelings  of  the 
great    Englishmen.       Then,    holding    the 
goblet  high  in  the  air  and  making  the  sign 
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of  the  cross,  he  cried,  '  To  the  everlasting 
memory  of  St.  Augustine  and  St.  David,  the 
forerunners  of  Christianity  in  both  lands.' 
It  was  a  wonderful  dinner  that.  I  often 
think  of  it.  All  are  dead  now  of  those  then 
present,  except  myself.  We  then  adjourned 
to  the  drawing-room,  where  ghost  stories  and 
legends  were  told,  one  or  two  of  which  I 
must  put  down,  as  I  am  sure  none  of  my 
English  readers  have  heard  them. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

THE   BISHOP'S    TALE,   AND   OTHEES 

THE  Bishop  told  us  a  story  he  had  heard 
from  one  of  his  clergy  who  lived  in  the  South 
of  France.  He  was  paying  a  visit  to  an  old 
friend  of  his  who  said,  '  You  won't  mind  my 
putting  you  in  the  turret  room  ?  The  room  is 
not  often  used ;  but  the  house  is  so  full  we 
have  no  other  for  you.'  In  the  night  he 
awoke  and  saw  a  small  child  of  three  years 
sitting  on  the  hearth-rug,  with  large  blue 
eyes,  staring  at  him  with  a  frightened  look- 
It  got  up  and  stretched  out  a  tiny  pair  of 
hands,  toddled  to  the  door  of  the  next  room, 
and  disappeared.  The  priest  turned  over  in 
his  bed  and  went  to  sleep,  thinking  it  was 
one  of  the  children  of  the  house.  The  next 
day  the  owner  of  the  place  asked  him  to 
undertake  the  duties  of  resident  chaplain 
there  for  six  months,  the  present  chaplain 
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being  ill.  He  hesitated  at  first :  the  air  of  the 
house  oppressed  him  ;  but  he  finally  accepted 
the  post.  His  host  had  a  care-worn,  anxious 
look,  and  his  wife  seemed  to  spend  most 
of  her  time  in  the  chapel :  seldom  a  smile 
crossed  her  face.  They  had  had  six  children ; 
two  only  were  living.  Often  did  the  priest 
think  of  the  strange  occurrence  of  the  first 
night  he  had  spent  there.  His  host  was 
silent  and  taciturn,  saying  little  about  him- 
self or  family  ;  so  the  chaplain  kept  to  him- 
self, only  joining  the  family  at  meals.  He 
often  saw  his  little  midnight  visitor  wander- 
ing about  the  passages,  going  as  far  as  the 
nursery  door,  hesitating  as  if  longing  to  go 
in,  then  suddenly  disappearing  down  a  long 
corridor.  He  discovered  that  the  small  room 
next  to  his  had  evidently  once  been  a  chapel, 
so  he  used  it,  re-furnishing  the  tiny  stone 
altar,  and  said  daily  Mass  there.  One  day,  to 
his  surprise,  on  turning  round  he  saw  in  a 
corner  the  strange  mysterious  child,  with 
the  same  scared  face  and  frightened  look, 
holding  out  his  baby  arms  pleadingly.  A 
little  time  after  this  his  room  was  changed, 
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as  the  Countess  decided  to  restore  the  tiny 
chapel,  and  make  it  an  oratory  for  herself. 
Days  passed ;  he  forgot  the  child,  till  one 
day  he  suddenly  saw  it  running  down  the 
passage,  and  enter  the  nursery.  He  did  not 
follow  it,  as  he  never  went  into  the  children's 
rooms.  That  night  the  eldest  girl  was  taken 
ill.  Then  there  was  hurrying  to  and  fro. 
Doctors  and  nurses  were  sent  for,  those  skil- 
ful Soeurs  de  Charite;  but  the  Angel  of  Death 
had  touched  the  child;  she  was  doomed. 
That  afternoon  only  the  father  appeared  in 
the  chapel ;  the  poor  mother  was  with  her 
sick  child.  At  early  morn  Mass  was  said, 
all  praying  for  the  sick  child,  and  the  priest 
celebrating  knew  and  felt  the  mysterious 
child  was  present,  pitifully  wringing  its  little 
hands.  He  could  stand  it  no  longer,  so  he 
asked  the  Count  whose  and  what  child  it 
was.  The  poor  man  turned  pale  ;  and  on  the 
priest  telling  how  three  nights  ago  the  child 
had  gone  into  the  nursery,  said,  '  There  is  no 
hope  for  our  little  one.'  He  then  related 
how  years  ago  the  heir  of  the  place  was  a 
lovely  boy  of  three  or  four  years,  beloved  by 
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all ;  but  the  next  heir  was  the  child's  uncle, 
who  inherited  all  if  the  boy  died.  His 
constant  companion  was  the  child,  who 
wandered  in  and  out  of  his  uncle's  rooms 
with  strange  obstinacy.  One  day  the  uncle 
came  in  and  said  the  child  had  dropped  over 
the  cliff  into  the  sea,  and  was  carried  away 
by  the  tide.  Long  and  hopeless  was  the 
search  for  the  body ;  no  trace  was  found. 
Ten  years  after,  another  child  was  born  to 
the  still  mourning  parents,  and  that  night 
the  uncle  was  found  half-way  down  the  cliff 
in  a  dying  condition.  They  carried  him  to 
his  own  room  in  the  tower.  He  struggled 
violently,  and  cried,  *  Not  there,  not  there.' 
In  his  delirium  he  raved  wildly  about  the 
child,  saying,  *  Don't  look  at  me.  Take  him 
away.'  No  one  could  understand  him,  and 
thought  he  was  raving  about  the  newly-born 
little  heir,  for  whom  a  solemn  *  Te  Deum '  was 
being  said  in  the  tiny  chapel  adjoining  the 
sick  man's  room.  The  Count  then  told  the 
priest  that  no  one  knew  what  the  child's 
fate  had  been ;  all  they  knew  was  that  it 
hovered  about  the  rooms,  and  if  death  comes 
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to  the  house  the  child  goes  into  the  room 
where  the  sick  person  is.  His  father  and 
mother,  and  many  others  of  the  family,  had 
seen  it ;  and  l  if  it  has  gone  to  the  nursery, 
nothing  can  save  my  child.' 

The    priest    pondered   long    over   this 

strange  story,  and  returned  to  the  old  room 

out  of  which  was  the  tiny  chapel,  determined 

to  get  to  the  bottom  of  the  mystery.     He 

searched  high  and  low.     On  returning  again 

to  the  room,  he  saw  the  child  cowering  on 

the  hearth.    He  went  close  up,  but  it  passed 

through  the  door  and  was  lost  in  the  dark 

passage.     In  this  room  was  an  old-fashioned 

fireplace,  with  deep  seats  each   side.     He 

went  up  to  it  as  a  last  resource,  looked  up 

the  chimney,  felt  all  round,  and  finally  forced 

himself  up  it,  felt  some  loose  bricks,  took  them 

out,  and  found  to  his  astonishment  a  spring 

which  gave  way  at  his  touch  and  showed  a 

hole.     He  felt  inside  and  found  an  iron  box, 

and  inside  it,  bent  double,  the  skeleton  of  a 

little  child.   Excited  at  his  discovery,  he  ran 

down  and  told  the  Count,  who  declared  it 

must  be  the  skeleton  of  the  murdered  child. 
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With  reverent  care  they  took  it  out,  placed 
the  poor  little  bones  on  a  tiny  table  before 
the  altar,  and  all  night  the  priest  knelt  by  it 
with  the  Count  and  his  wife,  praying  that  the 
health  of  the  sick  child  might  be  restored,  and 
for  the  repose  of  the  murdered  child's  soul. 
The  next  day  the  child's  remains  were  placed 
in  the  family  vault  amongst  its  ancestors.  In 
the  box  had  been  found  a  small  oil  painting 
of  a  child  of  four  years  or  so,  roughly  folded 
and  torn  as  if  the  uncle  had  hastily  put  it 
in,  not  daring  to  face  it  on  the  wall. 

In  the  lumber  room  they  also  found  an 
old  frame,  from  which  the  picture  had  evi- 
dently been  torn  out.  The  child's  skeleton 
was  laid  to  rest ;  and  from  that  day  the  little 
invalid  rapidly  recovered,  and  no  more  was 
seen  or  heard  of  the  mysterious  child  visitor. 
The  priest  left  shortly  after,  and  never  re- 
turned to  the  haunted  castle. 

Our  host  then,  in  low  and  earnest  tones, 
told  us  tales  and  legends  of  old  Norman 
chateaux,  some  of  them  more  thrilling  than 
the  ghost  stories.  He  told  of  the  mob  at  the 
Revolution  period  storming  and  forcing  an 
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entrance  into  one  of  the  chateaux,  where  an 
old  Count  lived  with  four  of  his  sons.  He 
had  never  been  out  of  Normandy.  All  his 
income  had  been  spent  in  improving  his 
property  and  helping  the  poor  in  the  village. 
But  the  demon  of  revolution  had  even 
entered  into  the  peaceful  Norman  village. 
Instead  of  bright  looks  and  warm  welcomes 
when  he  entered  the  cottages,  sullenness 
and  short  replies  were  all  he  got,  or  insolent 
requests  to  stop  at  home  and  mind  his  own 
business.  One  of  the  followers  of  the  new 
French  doctrine  of  rapine  and  blood  was  in 
his  village.  Twice  did  the  Count  find  in  the 
morning  the  white  flag  of  the  Eoyal  Bourbon, 
with  lilies  emblazoned  on  it,  struck,  and  the 
blood-red  flag  of  the  French  Eevolution 
flying  in  its  stead.  All  his  valued  and 
prized  animals  were  killed — his  favourite  dog 
was  found  hanging  from  a  tree  in  the  garden ; 
so  finally  he  and  his  four  sons  stayed  at 
home,  and  gave  up  going  into  the  village. 
Often  rude  murmurs,  wild  revelry,  were  heard. 
One  day  the  ferocity  of  the  mob  could  no 
longer  be  controlled.  They  burst  into  the 
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chateau,  ransacking  it,  laying  hands  on 
everything.  Nothing  was  sacred.  Into  the 
chapel  they  rushed,  where  they  found  the 
Count,  his  sons,  and  a  faithful  priest,  who 
in  spite  of  all  the  Count's  entreaties  had 
stuck  to  them,  and  who  was  saying  Mass 
then.  One  of  the  ruffians  insolently  went 
up  to  him,  and,  forcing  the  bonnet  rouge  on 
his  head,  told  him  to  say  the  Mass  for  the 
Dead,  as  all  were  to  die.  The  priest  refused 
to  do  so  till  the  bonnet  rouge  was  taken  off. 
*  Kestez-la,'  said  the  leader ;  then,  bolting  the 
door  of  the  chapel  on  him,  they  dragged  the 
Count  and  his  sons,  with  their  hands  tied 
behind  them,  down  the  bright  garden  so 
full  of  sunny  memories,  through  the  village, 
where  some  of  the  old  lot  came  out,  not 
daring  to  come  to  their  old  friend's  help. 
Then  back  across  the  drawbridge,  which  they 
walked  with  weary  feet  and  drooping  heads, 
knowing  it  was  for  the  last  time,  back  into 
the  gardens ;  and  then  they  buried  them 
all  alive  side  by  side,  with  their  heads  above 
the  ground.  As  this  fearful  crime  was 
carried  out,  the  window  of  the  little  chapel 


THE  BISHOP'S  TALE,   AND  OTHERS        115 

was  thrown  wide  open,  and  in  a  loud 
distinct  voice  the  priest  gave  them  all 
absolution. 

Ah  !  those  fiends,  they  had  locked  him 
in,  thinking  he  could  not  soothe  those  last 
terrible  moments,  forgetting  the  little  slit 
of  a  window.  That  night  heart-rending 
shrieks  and  cries  were  heard.  They  came 
from  a  girl,  the  daughter  of  a  neighbour,  to 
whom  the  eldest  son  was  betrothed.  She 
had  heard  her  lover's  life  was  threatened, 
had  rushed  over,  and  arrived  only  to  find 
him  still  breathing.  With  bleeding  hands 
and  torn  nails  she  vainly  tried  to  release 
him.  Night  fell.  Still  she  worked  on,  heed- 
less of  the  pitiless  rain  which  beat  against 
her,  and  of  the  wind  which  moaned  all 
night  as  if  the  spirits  of  the  noble  dead 
were  wandering  round  their  old  home. 
Morning  broke,  and  she  was  found  still 
digging,  a  hopeless  look  of  idiocy  in  her 
face,  knowing  no  one,  but  close  to  the 
ghastly  head  of  her  lover,  whose  fixed  eyes 
seemed  to  implore  her  to  help  him.  She 
was  forcibly  taken  away;  even  the  cruel 

I  2 
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murderers  were  frightened  at  their  work. 
For  days  and  days  the  heads  of  their  victims 
were  seen  above  the  ground.  The  villagers 
were  afraid  to  touch  them,  and  constantly 
(so  the  tale  goes)  did  the  spirit  of  the  dead 
girl  come  (she  died  a  week  after)  and  hover 
round  them.  Even  now  on  wild  nights,  the 
peasants  declare,  her  moaning  and  sobbing 
are  heard,  and  the  scraping  of  her  fingers 
as  she  vainly  digs  and  scatters  pebbles  and 
earth  about  in  her  frantic  endeavours  to  free 
her  lover.  '  This  is  one  of  the  many  tales 
that  circulate  in  our  country  about  the 
French  Revolution,'  concluded  our  host. 

1  Child's  play  to  the  scenes  of  horror  that 
have  taken  place,  and  are  even  now  enacted 
in  holy  Russia,'  said  the  priest,  who  till 
now  had  said  so  little.  We  English  all 
disliked  and  feared  him,  except  my  sister. 
She  had  latterly  talked  a  great  deal  with 
him,  and  declared  he  was  one  of  the  most 
agreeable  men,  and  so  well-informed.  She 
was  certain  he  had  suffered  much. 

On  Baillie-Cochrane  asking  if  he  could 
tell  us  any  anecdotes,  I  whispered  to  my 
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sister,  l  He  can  only  tell  his  beads,  and  sit 
like  a  dummy. '  To  my  horror  and  dismay  he 
looked  at  me  steadily,  and  in  good  English 
said,  '  I  can  do  more  than  that,  Mademoi- 
selle. I  can  tell  heart-stirring  stories  if  I 
choose :  the  secrets  of  a  priest  are  locked 
within  his  breast.'  Everyone  stared  at  him. 
He  had  always  seemed  so  silent  and  occupied 
with  his  own  thoughts,  or  else  locked  in  his 
room,  where  he  played  the  violin  incessantly 
— such  weird,  sad  tones  came  from  it — but 
nothing  would  induce  him  to  play  downstairs. 
'  I  am  not  the  poor  French  priest  you  all 
think  me.  No,  Monseigneur,'  he  said,  turn- 
ing towards  the  Bishop,  '  when  I  was  chosen 
by  you  among  many  others  to  be  attached 
to  your  episcopate,  you  asked  me  no  ques- 
tions. I  told  you  no  secrets — nothing  of  my 
past  life.  I  was  one  of  the  many  ordained 
by  you  to  preach  in  your  diocese.  I  have 
done  my  best.  I  have  stood  by  the  bed  of 
the  dying ;  I  have  preached  in  many  a 
church,  preached  comfort  to  the  weary  soul. 
But  none  has  come  to  me.  I  asked  to  leave 
you.  Why?  To  find  a  brother  who  for 
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years  I  had  lost,  and  thanks  to  the  good- 
ness of  Miss  Louisa  '  (as  they  all  called  my 
sister)  '  I  have  found  him.' 

We  all  stared  at  him,  thinking  he  had 
gone  mad,  and  there  and  then  his  whole 
story  came  out. 

'  I  am  not  a  Frenchman,  but  a  Pole,  one 
of  the  accursed  race,  as  we  are  called  in 
Kussia  and  Austria.  I  was  brought  up 
according  to  the  traditions  of  the  old  Polish 
noblesse ;  told  to  ignore  my  own  language, 
to  study  French  and  English,  so  that  at  a 
moment's  notice  we  could  go  to  either 
country.  Oh,  our  nobility  is  much  grander 
than  yours — the  petty  nobility  of  England, 
who  think  so  much  of  themselves ;  the  French 
nobility,  who  are  steeped  in  crime  from  the 
days  of  the  Grand  Monarque.  Our  Polish 
nobility  date  from  father  to  son  before 
Charlemagne.  How  I  loved  my  dear  old 
Polish  home  where  my  brother  and  I  were 
brought  up ;  the  freedom,  the  honest  love 
of  the  people,  who  used  to  kneel  down  and  kiss 
the  hem  of  my  sainted  mother's  robe  as  she 
passed  down  our  village  streets ;  she  who 
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never  did  a  wrong  thing,  who  lived  but  for 
her  husband,  her  children,  her  poor.  Ah !  it 
was  too  good  to  last. 

'  Eussian  spies  came  to  the  village  and 
one  night  Eussian  soldiers  entered  our 
peaceful  dwelling.  My  father  was  arrested, 
brought  before  the  Eussian  colonel,  accused 
of  conspiring  against  the  Czar.  Yes,  it 
was  true,'  cried  the  priest.  '  Do  we  not  all 
conspire  against  the  hateful  tyrant  of 
Eussia  ?  A  maid,  one  of  their  spies,  gave 
evidence  that  seditious  papers  were  being 
printed  and  published  in  the  house.  A 
vigorous  search  was  made,  nothing  was 
found ;  but  again  the  spy  gave  her  poisonous 
evidence,  and  declared  the  Countess  knew 
all  about  it  and  where  the  printing  press 
was.  She,  my  mother,  was  brought  in, 
tortured — yes,  torture  was  positively  used 
on  her,  a  frail  woman,  to  make  her  tell ; 
but  with  the  spirit  of  a  martyr  she  re- 
fused. She  and  my  father  were  then  and 
there  to  be  sent  to  be  tried  by  Eussians, 
and  of  course  sentenced  to  Siberia.  Only 
a  few  minutes  were  allowed  for  packing  and 
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farewells,  and  we  were  left  orphans,  alone  in 
the  desolate  house.  Our  fortunes  were  con- 
fiscated, for  it  was  all  true  ;  my  parents  had 
plotted  against  Eussia.  We  had  to  give  up 
our  old  home  and  our  country.  What  is 
the  use  of  a  grand  name  in  a  strange  coun- 
try with  no  money  ?  I  embraced  the  career 
of  a  priest.  My  brother  had  studied  in  old 
days  music,  and  decided  to  be  a  music 
master.  I  came  accidentally  here,  to  this 
hospitable  chateau,  and  here  I  found  my 
brother,  of  whom  I  had  lost  all  traces  for  so 
many  years.' 

We  all  stared  and  wondered  how,  and 
still  more  when  he  said  it  was  through  my 
sister.  What  had  she  to  do  with  it  ?  In 
the  end  he  told  us  that  our  music  master, 
who  wore  a  wig  and  spectacles  and  dressed 
in  an  old-fashioned  style,  who  we  knew  was 
a  Pole,  was  his  long-lost  brother.  My  sister 
discovered  it  by  suddenly  seeing  a  miniature 
that  the  priest  took  one  day  out  of  his 
breast  pocket,  of  a  lady  with  a  Polish  head- 
dress on,  and  our  music  master  had  once 
shown  her  a  similar  one,  the  exact  counter- 
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part  of  the  priest's.  She  told  him  of  it.  He 
went  to  the  musician's  little  house,  and 
there,  after  a  separation  of  twelve  years,  the 
two  brothers  met  again. 

The  next  morning  on  meeting  at  de~ 
jeuner  the  Bishop  told  us  of  the  priest's 
immediate  departure  for  Kussia,  and  his 
determination  to  go  to  Siberia,  to  try  and 
once  more  see  his  parents.  He  took  his 
violin  with  him,  for,  as  he  said,  '  a  fiddler 
could  make  his  way  anywhere.' 

When  we  next  saw  our  music  master 
he  told  us  that  his  brother  had  come  and 
wished  him  good-bye — meeting  only  to  part 
again,  feeling  sure  they  never  would  meet 
again.  Poor  man  !  He  got  thinner  and 
thinner,  paler  and  paler,  fell  ill  of  typhoid 
fever,  and  for  weeks  we  did  not  see  him. 
Then  one  day  he  came  again,  so  altered,  so 
bent,  and  told  the  sad  story  of  how  his 
brother  had  played  his  way  to  some  large 
Eussian  town,  walking  all  the  way,  deter- 
mined to  get  to  Siberia;  but  the  journey  must 
have  been  too  much  for  him,  too  long,  too 
trying.  From  that  town  he  heard  no  more 
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of  him.  Months  after,  he  received  a  parcel 
containing  the  duplicate  of  the  miniature 
his  brother  always  wore.  We  often  went 
with  my  father  to  see  him,  as  he  got  more 
feeble  each  day.  He  used  to  tell  touching 
stories  of  his  happy  home  and  childhood. 
He  hated  and  loathed  the  French,  for  he 
said  they  had  consented  to  the  partition  of 
Poland.  My  sister  often  played  to  him,  for 
he  was  passionately  fond  of  music.  My 
father  was  very  good  to  him,  being  much 
interested,  and  was  with  him  the  night  he 
died.  We  all  loved  that  gentle  musician. 
His  one  wish  was  to  die.  After  the  arrival 
of  the  miniature  he  gradually  became 
weaker.  He  never  knew  what  happened  to 
his  parents,  but  always  declared  they  must 
have  died  before  they  reached  their  destina- 
tion, from  the  exposure  and  hardships  they 
encountered  on  the  way. 

Poor  old  Dolgorouki !  How  bitterly  he 
inveighed  against  Kussian  despotism,  de- 
claring that  till  Siberia  was  wiped  off  from 
the  face  of  the  earth  no  blessing  could  come 
to  Russia. 
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One  other  tale  did  the  Polish  priest  tell 
us.     He  called  it  *  The  Eyes  of  the  Czar.' 

A  Polish  Eepublican  had  been  brought 
up  with   all  the  Polish  hatred  for  Kussia, 
and  determined  to   assassinate  the   Czar. 
He  started  for  St.  Petersburg,  telling  no  one 
his  mission,  keeping  his  secret  to  himself. 
Like  many  a  Pole  he  had  been  taught  to 
play  the  violin,  and  was  a  perfect  master  of 
it.     For  a  long  time  he  had  played  in  a  cele- 
brated orchestra  at  Warsaw  ;  he  had  letters 
of  introduction  to  the  leader  of  one  of  the 
St.  Petersburg  orchestras.     On  arriving  he 
presented  them,  and  was  offered  an  engage- 
ment in  the  theatre.     Full  of  his  fell  purpose 
he  always  carried  a  pistol  in  his  pocket. 
The  first  time  he  saw  the  Czar  was  at  the 
theatre.     Full  of    hatred  against  the   op- 
pressor of  his  country,  he  said  to  himself, 
'  The  Czar's  hour  is  come.'     His  hand  was 
on  the  pistol  ready  to  fire  when  the  Czar 
suddenly  turned  round  and  fixed  his  eyes 
unconsciously  on  him.     The  violinist  felt 
helpless,  paralyzed.     His  hand  refused  to 
take   the   pistol   out   of  his   pocket.      The 


124      FOREIGN  COURTS  AND  FOREIGN  HOMES 

Czar's  eyes  seemed  to  burn,  and  gazed  into 
his  very  soul  as  if  he  were  aware  of  his 
intention.  Finally  the  Pole  turned  his 
head  away;  it  was  impossible  to  do  the 
deed  then.  He  listened  vaguely  to  the 
musician  at  his  side,  a  Eussian,  worship- 
ping and  adoring  the  monarch  who  sat 
unconscious  of  the  near  presence  of  an 
assassin.  '  Our  God,  our  Emperor,  Little 
Father,'  as  he  was  lovingly  called  by  the 
Russian  Royalist — no  one  would  have  hurt 
a  hair  of  his  head.  The  Pole  went  home 
and  seemed  to  see  in  the  darkness  and 
solitude  of  his  room  the  eyes  of  the  Czar 
still  fixed  on  him  with  a  strange  command- 
ing look.  The  next  day  a  grand  review 
took  place.  The  Pole  was  there  in  the 
crowd,  determined  to  fire  off  the  pistol  as 
the  Emperor  passed.  Again,  curiously 
enough,  the  same  thing  occurred,  and  his 
piercing  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  Pole  just 
at  the  crucial  moment  when  he  was  pre- 
paring to  fire.  He  returned  to  his  room, 
unnerved,  dispirited,  haunted  by  those 
eyes.  Six  different  times  did  this  occur, 
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and  the  Czar  rode  by  unscathed,  unharmed. 
What  did  it  mean  ?  Was  H.I.M.  under 
Heaven's  special  protection?  The  Pole's 
playing  became  more  and  more  beautiful, 
and  he  was  celebrated  for  it  all  over  the 
capital.  Weird  sounds  issued  forth  from 
his  violin,  his  one  companion  and  friend. 
The  national  airs  of  Poland,  old  songs  and 
tunes  that  haunted  one  with  their  passion- 
ate tones  or  plaintive  whisperings  as  he 
played  in  those  magnificent  rooms  of  the 
Kussian  noblesse,  grimly  smiling  when 
someone  asked  for  Polish  national  airs. 
He  at  last  even  used  to  play  about  in  the 
streets  during  that  terrible  winter,  in  blind- 
ing snow,  bitter  frosts,  staring  wildly  about 
him.  In  one  room  he  lived  all  alone ;  no 
one  visited  him  or  spoke  to  him.  One  day 
he  was  arrested  in  the  streets.  An  officious 
police  officer,  who  had  long  followed  him, 
saw  him  one  day  take  his  pistol  out.  No 
one  was  by,  but  the  officer  insisted  on  the 
pistol  being  given  up  to  him.  The  Pole 
refused.  A  struggle  ensued,  and  finally  the 
pistol  was  taken  from  him.  Sadly  he  went 
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home.  It  seemed  as  if  fate  were  against 
him.  He  fell  ill ;  no  one  saw  him  till  the 
conductor  of  his  orchestra  came.  There 
was  to  be  a  splendid  concert  at  the  theatre, 
and  he  (the  Pole)  was  called  upon  to  be 
solo  violin.  The  Emperor,  the  Court,  in 
fact  all  the  ilite  of  St.  Petersburg  were  to 
be  there.  The  violinist  in  answer  to  this 
related  how  a  few  days  ago  a  police  official 
had  taken  his  pistol  from  him,  which  had 
been  in  his  family  for  years,  and  that  he 
could  not  play,  could  do  nothing,  till  his 
pistol  was  returned  to  him.  The  conductor 
promised  to  do  his  best  for  him ;  and  on 
the  morning  of  the  concert  he  brought  it 
back  to  the  Pole.  He  was  horrified  at  the 
latter's  wild  expression,  and  asked  if  he  was 
ill.  No,  he  could  not  sleep,  had  not  slept 
for  days,  as  whenever  he  was  alone  he  was 
haunted  by  two  eyes  that  always  were 
looking  at  him,  and  they  were  the  eyes 
of  the  Czar.  Alarmed  at  his  friend's 
condition  and  appearance,  the  conductor 
sent  one  of  the  leading  physicians  to 
see  him,  who  said  the  man  was  mad,  and 
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must  be  watched.  His  fellow  musicians 
volunteered  to  sit  with  him  that  night 
after  the  concert  was  over.  The  con- 
ductor returned  unexpectedly  at  six,  and 
told  him  the  Czar  was  ill ;  the  concert 
would  not  take  place.  The  Pole  seemed 
drowsy  and  quieter  than  in  the  morning, 
when  suddenly  towards  midnight  he  raised 
himself  in  his  bed,  shrieking  out,  '  My 
pistol.  He  is  here;  see  his  eyes.'  He  fired 
two  shots.  '  I  have  done  it  this  time  ; '  he 
cried,  'the  Czar  is  dead.'  He  fell  back 
with  a  groan,  and  the  pistol  dropped  on  the 
ground.  His  friend  rushed  to  him.  It  was 
useless :  he  was  dead — quite  dead.  Gaz- 
ing horrified  and  stunned,  he  remained 
motionless  by  the  bed.  People  at  the 
sound  of  firing  rushed  into  the  room.  One 
woman  falling  on  her  knees,  with  an  awe- 
struck voice  said,  '  Oh,  look  at  his  eyes ; 
they  are  so  like  the  Czar's.'  This  roused 
the  conductor,  who  looked,  and  to  his  as- 
tonishment saw  in  those  glassy  eyes  such 
a  look  of  the  Czar  that  he  hastily  left  the 
room.  In  the  streets  a  surging  crowd 
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met  him.  Bells  were  tolling,  troops  march- 
ing. On  asking  the  cause  of  the  commotion 
he  heard  that  the  Czar  had  died  suddenly 
that  night,  and  at  the  exact  hour  when  the 
Pole  had  fired.  c  It  was  a  strange  coinci- 
dence,' concluded  the  priest.  '  I  believe  the 
spirit  of  the  great  Emperor  came  to  the 
Pole,  and  upbraided  him  for  the  murderous 
intentions  he  held  towards  him. 

*  He  was  laid  to  rest,  the  members  of  the 
orchestra  followed  him  to  his  grave,  and  at 
the  express  wish  of  his  many  admirers  the 
band  played  round  his  open  grave  one  of  the 
wild,  sad  airs  of  Poland  which  he  had  so 
often  played  in  the  streets  and  concerts  of 
St.  Petersburg.' 
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WE  all  felt  depressed  after  these  stories. 
The  party  was  to  break  up  the  next  day,  all 
going  different  ways.  Our  hostess  had  ac- 
cepted an  invitation  for  herself  and  us  to 
go  to  the  Comte  de  C.  For  a  long  time 
she  had  wished  to  arrange  a  marriage  be- 
tween him  and  my  sister,  whom  she  could 
then  have  as  a  neighbour.  The  old  Countess 
had  given  her  consent  to  this,  as  she  saw  her 
son  was  bent  on  it,  and  he  declared  he  would 
marry  no  one  else.  There  were  only  two 
obstacles  to  it :  religion,  and  my  sister  herself. 
She  seemed  quite  indifferent  towards  him. 

The  next  day  we  went  there,  and  in  spite 
of  its  stiffness  we  were  very  happy.  We 
made  the  Count  make  a  croquet  lawn  out  of 
a  cricket  field  ;  and  the  old  avenue  used  to 
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echo  again  and  again  with  our  peals  of 
laughter  as  we  tried  to  teach  him  how  to 
drive  a  four-in-hand. 

What  a  curious  house  it  was  !     Tocque- 
ville  was  so  bright  and  pleasant ;  there  it  was 
a  constant  going  to  and  fro.     Here  all  was  as 
if  it  were  in  the  old  times.     Intimate  and 
friendly  as  we  were,  the  Count  never  once 
shook  hands  with  us,  always  the  courtly  old 
French  bow.   No  one  ever  dined  there  except 
the  curd,  who  was  the  true  type  of  a  Norman 
priest.     His  father  and  mother  were  both 
Norman  peasants.    He  had  been  brought  up 
in  the  village,  and  had  no  ideas  beyond  it  and 
love  for  M.  le  Comte ;  never  cringing  or  mak- 
ing up  to  him  in  any  way ;  never  drinking  the 
rich  wines  that  were  placed  on  the  table, 
calmly  refusing  them,  saying  healthy  brains 
could  not  stand  such  fire.    He  never  begged. 
When  dinner  was  served  he   would  stand 
aside  meekly  and  follow  in  alone,  as  it  was 
not  etiquette  for  a  priest  to  give  his  arm  to  a 
lady.    He  said  no  long  grace,  but  just  crossed 
himself.    In  fact,  he  was  different  in  every 
respect  to  the  modern  English  curate,  who, 
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in  spite  of  High  Church  genuflexions,  loves 
the  good  things  of  this  earth,  and  dances 
attendance  on  the  Squire's  lady  or  principal 
person  in  a  town.  In  society  he  was  the 
simple  Norman  priest,  only  speaking  when 
spoken  to ;  but  in  the  pulpit  or  in  the 
chateau's  little  chapel,  I,  although  a  Pro- 
testant and  heretic,  as  they  playfully  called 
me,  felt  he  was  one  of  God's  anointed,  so 
honest,  so  eager  were  his  voice  and  words. 

One  day  we  paid  him  a  visit ;  we  wanted 
to  see  a  priest's  cottage.  It  was  situated  in 
the  middle  of  the  village;  the  chief  room 
had  a  sanded  floor,  and  contained  a  deal 
table  and  chairs,  and  other  necessary  fur- 
niture. The  dear  man  was  having  his 
dinner,  waited  upon  by  his  mother,  who 
insisted  that  M.  le  cure  was  to  have  his 
meals  alone.  I  can  see  the  old  lady  now 
in  her  Norman  costume:  the  high  white 
cap,  spotless  white  kerchief  pinned  across 
her  breast,  thick  blue  skirt  and  wooden 
sabots,  gossiping  and  talking  nineteen  to 
the  dozen,  he  listening.  In  that  way  the 
Norman  priest  is  so  identified  with  all 
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the  ins  and  outs  of  his  parish.  He  took 
us  all  over  his  little  house,  so  proud  for 
English  visitors  to  see  it.  His  mother  ac- 
companied us  to  the  garden  gate,  he  walking 
back  with  us,  and  on  leaving  her  he  took  off 
his  large  slouched  hat  to  her  as  courteously 
and  reverently  as  if  she  had  been  the  greatest 
lady  of  the  land,  while  she  reverently  bent 
her  head  to  receive  his  blessing.  Dear 
simple  Norman  peasants  !  One  ought  al- 
ways to  live  amongst  them  to  see  how  differ- 
ent they  are  to  English  ones. 

I  never  felt  quite  at  my  ease  in  the 
old  chateau ;  it  was  so  ghostly  with  its 
mysterious  chapel  always  so  dark,  and  long 
gallery  which  they  said  was  haunted.  Often 
of  an  evening,  on  retiring  to  our  rooms,  I 
would  rush  along  it,  fearing  to  meet  the 
ghostly  haunter  of  that  gallery,  who 
wandered  up  and  down,  trying  to  find  an 
exit  from  the  chateau.  Nothing  would  in- 
duce me  to  go  into  the  chapel  alone,  for  I 
dreaded  lest  I  should  see  the  ghosts.  Our 
host  declared  he  would  love  to  see  them. 

Poor  little  man !     He  always  had  such 
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a  piteous  expression ;  his  figure  seemed  so 
bent,  as  if  all  the  sins  of  his  race  were  visited 
upon  him.  He  was  anxious  we  should  enter 
into  the  Legitimist  set,  as  we  were  to  winter 
in  Paris,  my  father  being  appointed  to  some 
small  diplomatic  post  there. 

My  sister  was  already  longing  to  embrace 
the  Eoman  Catholic  faith,  and  we  thought 
when  once  she  was  a  Catholic  all  obstacles 
to  her  marriage  with  the  Comte  would  be 
removed.  We  therefore  removed  to  Paris, 
and  an  aunt  of  his  took  us  to  all  the  parties 
and  gatherings  amongst  the  Legitimists. 
Oh  !  how  dull  and  stiff  they  were  !  Everyone 
seemed  to  belong  to  another  generation,  they 
were  so  quiet ;  the  women  so  plain  and  badly 
dressed  as  if  they  came  out  of  the  Ark.  The 
ladies  sat  in  a  row  against  the  walls.  No 
introductions  were  made ;  there  were  only 
solemn  whisperings  and  ominous  shakes  of 
the  head  about  the  King.  In  my  stupid- 
ity and  ignorance  I  humbly  asked,  '  What 
King  ?  '  and  was  told  Henri  V.,  '  the  Comte 
de  Chambord,'  as  he  is  more  generally 
known.  Only  those  few  old-fashioned  men 
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and  women  knew  who  '  the  King '  was. 
Some  of  them  had  been  to  Frohsdorf ;  had 
been  admitted  to  the  royal  presence,  and 
returned  full  of  love  and  devotion  to  their 
exiled  King.  It  reminded  one  of  the  old 
Jacobite  loyalty  during  the  reign  of  the 
Georges.  Poor  foolish  Comte  de  Chambord ! 
There  was  once  a  chance  of  his  returning  to 
his  country,  if  he  had  only  sacrificed  his 
personal  feelings  and  consented  to  have  the 
tricolour  for  the  national  flag  (for  the  French 
one  and  all  love  their  tricolour  flag) ;  but  he 
stuck  firm  to  the  white  flag  and  lilies,  and 
France  rejected  him. 

How  they  hated  and  loathed  the  Emperor ! 
Nothing  was  too  bad  to  say  of  him.  I  have 
heard  those  high-born  ladies  (full  of  virtuous 
indignation  if  books  or  papers  were  mentioned 
before  them  that  were  not  considered  proper) 
repeat  and  greedily  listen  to  stories  and 
calumnies  respecting  the  fair  fame  of  Queen 
Hortense,  the  Emperor's  mother.  I  have 
heard  them  insinuate  that  he  was  no  real 
Buonaparte,  and  that  his  father  was  a  Dutch 
officer,  a  lover  of  Queen  Hortense. 
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Very  quaint  were  those '  at  homes,'  where 
so  few  people  came  and  so  few  admitted. 
All  the  talk  was  church  and  convent,  Sacr6 
Cosur  above  all,  and  then  they  returned  to  the 
abuse  of  the  Emperor.  I  was  a  fervent 
Buonapartist,  and  had  an  intense  admiration 
for  the  Emperor,  and  used  to  feel  furious  at 
this  constant  tirade  against  him  and  his 
family  ;  and  often  I  contradicted  them  flatly, 
and  astonished  them  by  my  vigorous  defence 
of  his  party. 

One  day  we  were  asked  to  a  ball  given 
by  a  well-known  Legitimist  lady.  It  was  to 
commemorate  Henri  V.'s  birthday,  or  rather 
Name  Day,  as  it  was  really  his  patron  saint's 
day,  and  all  the  company  were  to  wear  lilies, 
the  lilies  of  France,  the  Bourbon  flower. 
Some  spirit  of  mischief  entered  my  brain, 
and  instead  of  lilies  I  pinned  a  small  bunch 
of  violets  to  the  front  of  my  dress,  the 
recognised  flower  of  the  Buonaparte  faction. 
What  a  ball  that  was  ;  lilies  everywhere  !  I 
had  kept  a  wrap  round  me,  the  room  being 
so  cold.  A  gentleman  came  up  suddenly 
(it  was  not  the  custom  to  introduce),  and 
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bowing  low  asked  if  I  would  dance  the  first 
quadrille  with  him.  I  hesitated.  I  saw  my 
sister  carrying  in  her  hand  a  beautiful 
bouquet  of  the  purest  lilies,  which  were  the 
gift  of  her  ever  faithful  Comte  de  C. ; 
at  the  same  time  I  saw  her  looking  at  me, 
as  if  she  were  waiting  for  me  to  take  my 
place  in  the  quadrille.  How  could  I  face 
them  all,  a  stranger,  a  foreigner  on  suffer- 
ance, wearing  the  opposition  flower?  My 
cavalier  was  waiting,  looking  puzzled,  so  I 
stammered  out,  '  It  is  impossible  for  me  to 
dance  in  this  quadrille.  I  am  wearing  only 
violets ;  I  am  not  a  Legitimist.'  '  Wait  one 
moment,'  he  cried,  and  flew  to  one  of  the 
many  banks  of  lilies  in  the  room,  and  pick- 
ing off  a  bunch,  brought  it  me,  saying, 
1  Place  it  in  your  hair,  and  still  wear  your 
violets  on  your  dress — violet  and  white  are 
the  colour  of  the  Papal  Guard.'  Gratefully 
I  followed  his  suggestion,  and  from  that  day 
a  friendship  sprang  up  between  us  which 
lasted  till  the  day  of  his  death.  At  supper 
the  King's  health  was  proposed,  and  in  the 
midst  of  the  greatest  enthusiasm  a  voice  was 
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heard  singing  in  a  most  plaintive  manner, 
amid  a  general  hush,  the  old  Bourbon 
refrain,  '  O  Kichard  !  0  mon  roi,  comme 
je  t'aime,'  and  everyone,  men  and  women, 
joined  in  the  chorus. 

'  Will  not  that  even  make  Mademoiselle 
a  Legitimist  ?  '  said  my  young  partner.  I 
am  writing  now  of  nearly  forty  years  ago. 
The  Emperor  and  his  son  are  both  dead ; 
poor  bigoted  priest-ridden  Henri  V.  and  his 
Queen  are  also  dead.  An  Orleans  Prince 
belonging  to  that  once  hated  branch  of  the 
Bourbons  is  now  by  the  irony  of  fate  head 
of  the  Legitimist  Koyalist  party ;  and  the 
head  of  the  party  of  the  despised  Napoleon, 
of  whom  these  haughty  Legitimists  talked 
as  a  parvenu  and  Corsican,  is  now  by  the 
marriage  of  his  father  (Prince  Napoleon,  to 
Princess  Clothilde)  related  to  the  oldest 
reigning  families  of  Europe,  for  the  Savoy 
blood  goes  back  further  even  than  the  proud 
Bourbon. 

After  that  ball  I  gave  up  going  to  the 
Legitimist  gatherings:  I  was  not  one  of 
them ;  but  I  went  constantly  to  the  soirees  of 
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the  K6musats  and  de  Tocquevilles.  I  often 
met  Octave  Feuillet  there.  He  was  called 
the  Walter  Scott  of  France,  as  his  novels 
and  stories  are  so  interesting  and  exciting, 
but  yet  quite  harmless,  and  could  be  read 
by  any  French  girl  just  out  of  the  convent. 
Those  evenings  were  indeed  interesting. 
For  half  an  hour  it  was  the  custom  for 
someone  to  read  aloud.  Before  his  exile, 
Victor  Hugo,  *  the  poet  peer,'  would  look  in 
and  recite  some  of  his  stirring  verses.  Poor 
old  Thiers,  old,  bent,  and  so  argumentative 
and  captious !  he  would  read  out  of  his 
wonderful  History.  Nassau  Senior,  Motley 
and  Sumner  (both  American),  Grote,  and 
many  others  whose  names  I  forget,  used 
to  congregate  at  these  soirees.  Tea  would 
be  brought  in,  and  politics  of  the  day  were 
then  fiercely  discussed,  all  beginning  and 
ending  with  hatred  and  abuse  of  the  Buona- 
parte race,  and  Louis  Napoleon  especially. 
Some  of  them  had  wonderful  stories  of  the 
quarrels  between  the  Emperor  and  his 
cousin,  Prince  Napoleon.  One  day  it  was 
rumoured  that  the  quarrel  had  gone  so  far 


FRENCH   COUNTRY  LIFE  139 

that  the  Emperor  had  ordered  his  cousin  out 
of  the  Tuileries,  and  swore  he  would  never 
look  on  his  face  again.  Mad  with  rage,  and 
at  the  insults  heaped  on  his  head,  the  Prince 
gave  a  dinner  that  night  at  which  he  drank 
freely,  and  then  after  dinner  told  his  guests 
of  his  treatment  by  the  Emperor.  Standing 
up  under  the  lamp  he  looked  wonderfully 
like  the  first  Napoleon — there  was  an  ex- 
traordinary resemblance  between  the  two. 
Theatrically  striking  his  breast  he  exclaimed, 
'  I  am  called  the  Orleans  of  the  Buonaparte 
family.  I  need  not  be  that,  for  in  my  breast 
pocket  I  hold  papers  that  prove  my  cousin 
is  no  real  Buonaparte,  and  that  I  am  the 
direct  lineal  descendant  of  the  great  Napo- 
leon.' Dead  silence  followed  this  speech. 
He  had  played  his  last  card  and  he  had 
failed,  for  he  was  so  hated  by  all  that  cer- 
tainly no  one  there,  or  anywhere  in  France, 
would  have  lifted  a  finger  to  put  him  on  the 
throne  and  upset  the  present  man,  who, 
whether  true  Buonaparte  or  no,  was  then  in 
the  height  of  his  fame  and  wonderful  power, 
for  he  had^a  marvellously  strong  hold  on  the 
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affections  of  the  people.  People  were  only 
too  ready  to  repeat  these  wild  speeches  to 
Louis  Napoleon.  The  stern  Emperor  would 
smile  grimly  and  say, '  Let  him  alone.  He  is 
too  well  known  ;  no  one  would  turn  me  out 
to  place  him  on  the  throne.' '  It  was  strange 
how  no  one  said  a  good  word  about  the 
Prince  *  Plon  Plon,'  as  he  was  generally 
called  out  of  satire — a  short  abbreviation  for 
plomb  (lead),  as  he  was  supposed  to  have 
shown  a  little  of  the  white  feather  during 
the  Crimea,  and  carefully  kept  away  in  the 
battles  where  the  lead  was  thickest.  Paris- 
ians were  fond  of  telling  the  story  of  the 
great  historical  picture  of  the  battle  of  Alma 
which  was  painted  by  the  Emperor's  com- 
mand, and  how  Prince  Napoleon  called  on 
the  artist  and  explained  to  him  different 
facts  of  the  battle.  On  leaving  he  said 
he  wished  the  prominent  figure  in  it  to  be 
himself  on  his  celebrated  white  charger. 
The  horse  was  sent  to  the  artist  so  that  he 
could  take  his  exact  portrait.  The  picture 
was  finished,  and  invitations  sent  out  for  a 
private  view.  The  white  charger  was  seen, 
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a  prominent  figure  in  the  battle,  but  no 
rider.  Furious,  the  Prince  sent  his  aide-de- 
camp to  see  and  ask  the  reason.  The  honest 
artist  said  the  horse  should  remain  if  the 
Prince  wished,  but  no  rider  would  be  on  it, 
merely  saying,  '  Tell  the  Prince  I  have 
never  yet  painted  a  lie. '  The  hint  was  taken. 
The  Prince  ordered  the  horse  to  be  rubbed 
out,  and  I  believe  '  Plon  Plon  '  does  not 
figure  in  the  great  historical  picture  of  Alma. 

This  was  only  one  amongst  many  of  the 
tales  circulated  in  Paris  about  this  luckless 
Prince  ;  for  much  as  a  certain  set  of  people 
disliked  the  Emperor,  it  was  not  for  his 
cousin  (Prince  Napoleon)  to  throw  a  slur  on 
the  Emperor's  birth,  especially  as  until  the 
Prince  Imperial's  birth  he  was  the  next  heir 
to  the  throne. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  thrill  of  horror 
that  went  through  France  when  it  was  an- 
nounced that  King  Victor  Emmanuel  of 
Savoy  had  given  his  consent  to  the  marriage 
of  his  daughter  Princess  Clothilde  to  Prince 
Napoleon.  She  was  only  a  child  of  sixteen, 
carefully  and  religiously  brought  up.  For 
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policy  the  child  Princess  was  to  be  sacrificed 
and  married  to  the  detested  Prince.     Nobly 
and  bravely  has  she  done  her  part  in  the 
political  drama.    An  ardent  Catholic,  she  has 
turned  to  the  comforts  of  religion,  and  in 
the  practices  of  her  own  church  has  led  a 
blameless  and  spotless  life,  and  is  honoured 
and  respected  all  over  France.     Even  the 
Faubourg  St.  Germain  could  never  say  a 
word  against  her.     She  deserved  a  better 
fate  than   to  be   allied   to   the  Emperor's 
cousin.     Strange  to  say,  it  is  now  her  son 
who  is  the  head  of  this  wonderful  Napoleon 
race,  that  race  which  seems  to  carry  out  so 
strangely  the   story  of  the  '  Curse  of   the 
Monk,'  who  in  the  first  Napoleon's   time 
prayed  earnestly   to   him    that    he   would 
recall  the  cruel  order  that  all  the  sick  at 
Jaffa  were  to  be  poisoned.     Napoleon  told 
him   to  go  and  preach  to  old  women  and 
children.    The  monk  left  the  room  saying,  *  A 
direct  heir  shall  never  inherit  the  Napoleon 
name.'     The  curse  has  come  too  true.     The 
first  Napoleon's  son  died  an  exile  in  Vienna, 
and  is  buried  in  the  vault  of  the  Hapsburgs. 
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The  third  Napoleon's  son  died  a  soldier's 
death  in  Zululand.  The  eldest  son  of 
Prince  Napoleon  died  in  Italy,  and  now 
there  is  this  younger  son  left  to  carry  on  the 
old  name. 

This  is  a  long  digression  on  extraneous 
matters,  and  I  must  return  to  our  literary 
gatherings  at  Alexis  de  Tocqueville's. 

One  night  it  was  decided  that  instead 
of  reading  we  should  all  recite  something, 
an  easy  task  for  the  Frenchmen.  Sumner, 
the  American,  gave  us  a  blood- curdling  poem 
by  Edgar  Allen  Poe ;  and  then  to  my  horror 
I  was  asked.  Luckily  I  had  a  good  memory, 
so  I  began  one  of  Aytoun's  beautiful  'Lays  of 
the  Scottish  Cavaliers,'  and  got  on  all  right 
as  far  as  the  execution  of  Montrose ;  there  I 
stuck,  and  lost  the  rhythm,  when  Montalem- 
bert  came  to  my  aid,  and  to  my  relief  took  up 
the  thread  where  I  had  left  off,  and  repeated 
it  all  to  the  end  perfectly.  Then  reciting 
1  The  Burial  March  of  Dundee,'  he  said  those 
poems  alone  would  make  a  Puritan  become  a 
Jacobite.  Then  Sumner  (whose  head  was 
nearly  broken  in  the  House  of  Kepresenta- 
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tives  in  America  for  first  speaking  Southern 
doctrines  to  the  Northerners)  told  curious 
tales  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  and  their  first 
landing  in  America.  How  proud  they  all  were 
in  America  if  they  could  claim  descent  from 
those  Pilgrim  Fathers  who  landed  in  the 
Mayflower  \  He  told  these  stories  so  well 
and  earnestly,  proving  what  aristocrats  these 
people  were,  though  they  had  no  high- 
sounding  titles.  He  was  a  wonderful  man, 
this  American.  He  had  a  profound  admira- 
tion for  this  literary  set.  On  looking  back  I 
feel  it  was  a  privilege  to  have  entered  that 
charmed  circle.  I  let  my  sister  go  to  her 
stiff  Legitimist  parties,  always  carrying  an 
exquisite  bunch  of  lilies  sent  by  her  faithful 
little  Count.  Those  parties  bored  me.  I  was 
too  Bohemian  to  care  for  them,  and  preferred 
sitting  on  a  low  stool  by  my  dear  old  Madame 
de  Tocqueville's  side.  I  do  so  wish  I  had 
kept  a  diary  and  written  down  all  the  things 
I  heard  talked  about. 

I  remember  one  evening  in  particular. 
There  had  been  great  discontent  in  Paris. 
Liberty  of  the  press  had  been  forbidden.  I 
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am  not  surprised,  as  some  of  the  scurrilous 
articles  that  were  written  against  the  Em- 
peror were  simply  disgraceful.  Invitations 
were  issued  to  discuss  the  political  present 
and  future.  Madame  de  Tocqueville  came 
that  morning  to  our  house  and  said,'  Don't  say 
anything  to  anyone  ;  it  will  be  a  stormy  even- 
ing. The  Emperor  won't  have  a  friend  left.' 
But  he  had  one  in  poor  little  me,  I  who  did 
not  even  know  him  by  sight.  I  wore  as  usual 
my  little  bunch  of  violets,  the  Buonaparte 
flower.  I  was  only  admitted  because  I  was 
useful  to  pour  out  the  tea  and  help  Madame 
de  Tocqueville,  who  was  such  an  invalid. 
Thiers  and  Guizot  were  there,  and  Paul  de 
la  Eoche,  the  well-known  painter  of  English 
historical  subjects.  Monsieur  de  Courcelle 
commenced  to  discuss  the  subject  with  all 
the  fervour  of  a  Catholic  :  he  briefly  summed 
up  the  present  aspect  of  affairs,  and  said 
there  would  be  no  liberty  while  there  was 
no  religion  and  the  French  army  occupied 
Borne.  Then  Gustave  de  Beaumont  in 
stirring  tones  told  of  English  liberty  and  the 
freedom  of  our  press.  It  was  a  glorious 
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evening,  so  brilliant  was  the  conversation. 
It  led  to  nothing ;  they  were  so  powerless 
under  the  heel  of  Despotism.  I  shall  never 
forget  Thiers's  speech.  It  was  in  fact  an 
essay  on  freedom  from  the  beginning  of  civi- 
lisation. Dear  old  man  !  I  can  see  him  now 
with  his  little  bent  finger,  and  snow-white 
hair.  What  a  knowledge  of  history  he  pos- 
sessed !  They  talked  and  talked  till  mid- 
night. Luckily  I  was  staying  with  the  de 
Tocquevilles,  so  had  not  to  return  home.  In 
the  middle  of  the  evening  Paul  de  la  Roche 
in  a  voice  of  satisfaction  said,  *  C'est  fait.' 
All  this  time  he  had  been  sketching  my  face 
for  the  work  he  was  contemplating  painting, 
'  Edith  looking  for  Harold's  body.'  He  died 
shortly  after  ;  the  picture  was  never  finished, 
and  I  have  not  been  handed  down  to  pos- 
terity by  the  great  artist. 

The  evening  ended  by  a  memorial  being 
drawn  up  and  signed  by  all,  protesting 
against  the  despotism  of  the  press  laws. 
It  was  entrusted  to  Thiers  to  give  to  the 
Emperor,  as  he  was  intimately  acquainted 
with  his  entourage.  It  was  given  by  one 
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of  the  aides-de-camp,  and  the  next  evening, 
on  assembling  again  to  hear  the  result,  they 
were  told  it  was  read  by  the  Emperor,  who 
said,  *  If  my  bitter  opponents  were  not  such 
clever  men  the  press  would  not  have  to  be 
gagged.'  Poor  Emperor  !  if  he  only  could 
have  made  friends  with  that  brilliant  coterie 
he  might  have  kept  his  throne;  but  he 
would  not  give  what  they  asked  for — namely, 
parliamentary  government  and  freedom  of 
the  press — so  he  went  his  way  and  they 
went  theirs. 

I  think  M.  Guizot  was  one  of  the  most 
brilliant  among  them.  He  was  such  an 
ardent  Jacobite,  so  interested  in  all  con- 
nected with  the  Stuarts.  I  often  met  him 
in  other  houses,  and  he  was  always  so  kind 
to  me.  He  suggested  once  that  I  should 
make  a  translation  of  his  work  into  English, 
as  he  said  few  English  had  such  a  technical 
knowledge  of  the  French  language  as  I  had. 
I  often  wish  I  had  consented.  I  should  have 
made  a  lot  of  friends,  and,  more  to  the  point, 
a  lot  of  money.  We  often  declared  we 
would  go  to  Scotland  together  and  dig  up 

L  2 
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the  Stuart  relics.  I  had  a  warm  invita- 
tion from  my  cousin,  the  late  Duke  of  Mont- 
rose,  to  bring  him  there  ;  but  he  was  getting 
old  and  feeble,  and  dreaded  crossing  the 
Channel ;  so  our  visit  never  came  off. 


149 


CHAPTER  X 

PAKIS 

AT  that  time  Lord  Malmesbury  came  to 
Paris  on  a  long  visit.  He  had  married  a 
relation  of  mine,  and  I  had  known  him  from 
my  childhood,  but  had  always  been  horribly 
alarmed  at  him.  I  was  now  grown  up.  He 
was  very  fond  of  my  father,  and  often  came 
to  our  little  flat ;  and  from  that  time  a 
friendship  sprang  up  between  us  that 
became  stronger  year  by  year  and  only 
ended  with  his  death. 

He  was  always  the  same — always  pleased 
to  see  one ;  and  though  he  had  a  high  posi- 
tion in  England,  as  he  was  twice  cabinet 
minister  under  Lord  Derby,  he  was  always 
the  same  to  me.  His  house  in  Hampshire, 
Heron  Court,  was  always  a  home  to  me. 
I  used  to  take  him  to  visit  all  my  French 
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friends,  who  were  charmed  with  him.  He 
was  a  perfect  master  of  their  language,  and 
always  grateful  to  me  for  introducing  him 
to  a  French  set,  so  difficult,  nay  almost  impos- 
sible, for  an  Englishman  to  enter.  He  went  to 
these  evening  gatherings  in  correct  evening 
dress,  white  tie,  black  suit,  etc.  To  those 
who  had  never  been  in  England  this  costume 
was  a  great  puzzle.  They  never  dressed  in 
the  evening,  except  to  put  on  a  frock  coat. 
Lord  Malmesbury  was  very  intimate  with 
the  Emperor  during  his  exile  in  England, 
and  the  Emperor  was  always  pleased  to  see 
him  when  he  came  to  Paris.  Sometimes  I 
got  into  awful  hot  water  with  him,  as  he  said 
I  was  too  Bohemian.  On  one  occasion  I 
went  to  see  him  in  the  hotel  in  the  Hue  de 
Bivoli,  as  I  had  so  often  done  before.  He 
was  out  ;  so  according  to  my  usual  custom 
I  waited  for  him  and  took  up  a  book,  as  he 
had  promised  to  take  my  sister  and  me  to 
Versailles.  He  was  a  long  time.  A  door 
opened,  and  a  gentleman  entered.  I,  in  my 
girlish  ignorance,  thought  him  rather  free 
and  easy,  as  he  also  sat  down  and  at  once 
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entered  into  conversation  with  me.  I  replied. 
It  was  all  wrong.  I  knew  I  ought  not  to  do 
so,  but  I  did  it  all  the  same.  We  discussed 
French  politics.  He  asked  why  I  wore 
violets.  I  replied,  '  Because  I  am  an  Im- 
perialist.' At  the  same  time  I  informed  him 
my  sister  was  a  poor  misguided  Legitimist. 
We  got  deeper  and  deeper  into  politics.  I 
told  him  how  the  different  factions  called 
the  Emperor  '  ce  Monsieur-la.'  I  made  him 
roar  by  telling  him  Montalembert  had  called 
on  us  yesterday,  and  during  his  visit,  hear- 
ing a  great  commotion  in  the  street,  we  had 
rushed  to  the  windows.  It  was  the  Emperor 
driving  past.  *  What  did  your  friend  Monta- 
lembert do  ? '  he  asked.  '  He  made  me 
furious,'  I  replied ;  '  for  he  was  sitting  facing 
the  window,  and  deliberately  turned  his 
chair  round  and  said  to  me,  "  Je  lui  tourne 
le  dos  !  "  I  rushed  to  him,  seized  him  by  his 
collar,  and  forced  him  to  turn  round.' 

My  sister  then  entered  the  room  and 
looked  daggers  at  me  for  talking  so  familiarly 
to  what  she  looked  upon  as  an  underbred 
Frenchman. 
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She  sat  down,  looking  very  stiff,  I  jab- 
bering all  the  more,  talking  incessantly  about 
the  Emperor.  My  sister,  hearing  footsteps, 
went  into  the  next  room,  and  as  she  left  my 
friend  said,  *  What  a  striking-looking  girl ; 
she  is  like  one  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  hero- 
ines.' '  What  am  I  like  ?  '  I  eagerly  asked. 
He  looked  fixedly  at  me  and  said,  '  You 
have  a  gift  that  belongs  to  few  people, 
which  I  should  like  to  have.  You  have 
the  gift  of  "  gab,"  and  no  mistake.'  I  was 
angry  then,  and  nearly  cried  with  vexation. 
There  was  silence  for  a  few  moments.  He 
then  got  up  and  said,  'Are  you  coming  to 
the  Tuileries  ball  next  week  ?  '  '  No,'  I  sadly 
said,  '  I  can't  come ;  I  have  never  been 
presented  at  our  Court.'  I  then  added,  *  I 
would  give  anything  to  come.  I  have  never 
seen  the  Emperor  in  my  life.'  An  amused 
smile  came  over  his  face,  and  I  then  left  the 
room  to  join  my  sister.  Lord  Malmesbury 
had  come  in.  For  some  time  I  heard  them 
talking  and  laughing\  in  the  next  room, 

y  -> 

evidently  at  some   very  good  joke.     Lord 
Malmesbury  then  joined  us  in  the  dining- 
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room.  I  had  never  seen  anyone  look  so  angry 
as  he  did.  I  felt  I  had  put  my  foot  in  it, 
and  I  tried  to  carry  it  off  with  a  high  hand, 
for  I  was  mortally  afraid  of  him  when 
angry. 

ft  Who  is  your  shabby-looking  friend  ?  ' 
I  asked,  trying  to  put  on  a  brave  face.  *  My 
shabby-looking  friend  is  the  Emperor  of  the 
French.  A  nice  opinion  he  will  have  of  my 
cousins !'  I  was  dumbfounded,  pleaded  it 
was  not  my  fault,  and  reminded  him  of  my 
excessive  short  sight.  I  tried  my  best  to 
win  him  back  to  good  temper,  but  it  was  to 
no  purpose,  for  he  remained  furious ;  so 
having  bolted  our  food,  my  sister  and  I  left, 
thankful  to  get  out  of  the  room. 

Lord  Cowley  was  then  ambassador  at 
Paris,  and  I  shall  always  think  with  grati- 
tude of  his  and  Lady  Cowley's  unfailing 
kindness  to  us.  The  British  embassy  was 
like  a  home  to  us.  Cold  and  stiff  as  he  was 
to  others,  and  for  that  reason  unpopular 
amongst  English  visitors,  who  expected  him 
to  be  '  Hail  fellow,  well  met,'  he  was  always 
kind  and  good  to  us. 
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His  daughters  were  great  friends  with 
us,  and  as  for  Lady  Cowley,  she  was  always 
the  same,  ever  ready  to  listen  to  our  girlish 
troubles,  for  we  were  always  in  trouble 
with  our  father ;  and  even  if  the  French 
Emperor  were  in  the  next  room  she  would 
stop  and  hear  what  we  had  to  say,  and  try 
and  comfort  us  with  kind  words,  looking 
as  if  she  really  cared  for  us,  and  always 
making  us  at  home.  Amid  all  sorts  and 
conditions  of  men,  amid  the  many  politi- 
cal parties  in  France  at  that  time,  no  one 
ever  breathed  a  word  against  the  English 
ambassador.  He  was  looked  upon  as  the 
soul  of  honour,  and  England  never  sent 
such  a  popular  ambassador,  and  no  one  ever 
did  the  honours  at  the  British  embassy  so 
well  as  Lady  Cowley  did.  I  and  my  sister 
loved  them ;  they  were  both  the  kindest, 
truest  friends  that  any  girls  could  have  had. 

The  day  of  my  adventure  with  the 
Emperor  I  went  in  to  tea  at  the  embassy, 
feeling  very  humbled  and  ashamed  of  my- 
self, knowing  I  should  see  my  dear  friends. 
The  room  was  crowded.  I  sat  silent  till 
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everyone  had  left,  then  I  told  them  all : 
how  the  blinds  were  half  drawn  so  it  was 
impossible  to  see  anyone  plainly,  and  how 
my  unlucky  tongue  had  rattled  on ;  but  I 
owned  I  was  more  frightened  at  Lord 
Malmesbury's  anger  than  the  idea  of  talking 
so  freely  and  familiarly  to  the  Emperor.  I 
never  heard  anyone  laugh  as  Lord  Cowley 
did  at  my  story.  He  chaffed  me  unmerci- 
fully, said  that  I  should  be  turned  out  of 
Paris  for  want  of  respect  to  the  Emperor, 
that  he  would  have  to  get  me  out  of  prison 
as  an  English  subject.  All  this  bantering, 
however,  did  not  console  me.  I  felt  miser- 
able, and  so  frightened  that  my  father  would 
hear  of  it.  If  a  gendarme  looked  at  me 
when  out,  I  felt  I  was  going  to  be  arrested. 
For  some  days  I  did  not  see  Lord  Malmes- 
bury.  I  heard  he  had  dined  at  the  embassy, 
and  how  amused  everyone  had  been  at  this 
gaudier ie  of  mine.  He  sent  me  a  little 
note,  telling  me  to  come  and  see  him,  as  he 
had  something  to  tell  me.  How  still  more 
alarmed  I  felt,  as  I  knew  he  had  dined  at 
the  Tuileries  one  night !  I  went  to  his  flat, 
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and  he  was  his  own  bright  self  when  I 
entered,  and  said  he  was  going  to  give  me  a 
great  treat.  He  had  been  asked  to  the  ball 
at  the  Tuileries,  and  the  Emperor  had  said 
to  him,  *  Be  sure  you  bring  your  cousins ; 
they  are  such  bright-looking  girls,  and  are 
dying  to  come.'  He  accepted  for  me,  my 
sister  having  gone  away  to  the  country.  I 
was  nearly  off  my  head  with  delight. 

How  good  Lord  Malmesbury  was  to  me, 
saying  I  was  to  get  a  smart  dress  for  it,  but 
to  hold  my  tongue  for  once.  I  thought  the 
night  would  never  come.  I  knew  how 
astonished  the  Cowleys  would  be,  as  they 
knew  how  I  longed  to  go.  I  wrote  Lady 
Cowley  a  note,  asking  her  to  chaperone  me  if 
she  was  going.  She  received  the  note  at 
dinner,  and  really  (as  she  told  me  afterwards) 
thought  I  was  out  of  my  senses.  She  called 
later  to  know  what  it  really  meant,  but  was 
told  my  father  and  I  were  dining  at  Lord 
Malmesbury's.  I  knew  I  looked  well  the  night 
of  the  ball ;  my  father  even  condescended  to 
approve  of  my  appearance.  I  shall  never 
forget  the  brilliancy  of  that  scene :  the 
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splendid  uniforms,  the  smartness  of  the 
ladies,  and  the  wonderful  beauty  of  the 
Empress.  I  think  I  never  saw  such  a 
beautiful  woman,  and  she  seemed  so  un- 
conscious of  it.  She  bowed  so  gracefully  as 
the  people  passed  before  her. 

For  a  long  time  I  stood  by  Lord  Malmes- 
bury's  side,  and  then  an  officer  came  up  and 
asked  me  to  dance.  On  finishing  it  I  saw 
Lady  Cowley  enter,  and  I  asked  him  to  take 
me  to  her,  and  to  her  astonishment  I  stood 
before  her.  *  What !  a  ball  instead  of  a 
prison !  '  Lord  Cowley  teasingly  remarked 
to  me. 

How  good  they  both  were  to  me  that 
night,  getting  me  partners  right  and  left,  so 
that  I  never  sat  down.  I  was  always  look- 
ing at  the  Emperor.  I  thought  he  looked 
so  nice  in  his  uniform,  and  could  not  believe 
it  was  the  same  common-looking  man  I  had 
seen  in  my  cousin's  room.  He  spoke  a  good 
deal  with  Lord  Malmesbury,  who,  beckoning 
me  up  to  him,  said,  £  His  Majesty  wants  to 
know  if  you  are  enjoying  the  ball.'  Deeply 
and  lowly  did  I  curtsey,  and  he  had  such 
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wonderful  tact  that  he  never  alluded  to  our 
interview,  only  saying,  '  Make  haste  and  be 
presented  at  your  Court,  for  then  you  can 
come  to  all  the  Tuileries  balls.' 

I  must  say  that  smart  as  the  ladies  were, 
covered  with  jewels  and  dressed  in  the  last 
outrageous  fashion,  not  one  of  them  looked 
the  lady  (to  use  a  vulgar  expression)  as  the 
dear  old-fashioned  ladies  of  the  Faubourg 
St.  Germain  did. 

I  never  enjoyed  any  ball  so  much  as  I 
did  that  one.  Lady  Cowley  pointed  out  to 
me  all  the  principal  people.  Persigny,  who 
was  for  a  long  time  ambassador  in  London, 
was  introduced  to  me.  He  was  much 
amused  at  my  interview  with  the  Emperor. 
Bazaine,  who  was  only  a  colonel  then,  and 
who  later  ruined  France  at  the  time  of  the 
battle  of  Sedan.  Crowds  of  distinguished 
people  passed  before  us. 

The  Due  de  Malakoff,  a  rough  soldier 
who  did  indeed  exemplify  the  first  Napoleon's 
well-known  saying  that  '  every  French  sol- 
dier carried  a  field-marshal's  baton  in  his 
knapsack,'  for  I  believe  he  rose  from  the 
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ranks;  and  indeed  I  was  told  Persigny  did 
also,  for  he  started  life  quite  a  poor,  penniless 
boy,  and  was  one  day  seen  by  a  rich  banker 
who  was  driving  in  Paris,  to  stoop  and  pick 
up  a  pin.  He  took  him  into  his  office,  saying 
a  boy  who  would  pick  up  a  pin  would  look 
to  every  trifle  in  business  matters.  True 
indeed  did  those  words  prove,  as  he  rose  to 
be  a  duke  in  France,  and  ambassador  to 
the  proudest  court  in  Europe ;  was  received 
in  all  circles,  as  if  born  to  such  high  posi- 
tion. There  too  was  the  Prince  de  la 
Moskowa,  son  of  the  ill-fated  Ney,  who  was 
shot  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  orders  for 
deserting  Charles  X.  His  was  an  historical 
name  amongst  the  Buonapartes,  and  he  was 
one  of  the  most  courteous  and  popular 
members  of  that  brilliant  court. 

Brilliant  indeed  it  was.  I  could  scarcely 
take  my  eyes  off  the  Empress.  She  was 
covered  with  magnificent  lace,  looking  so 
happy  and  radiant,  all  bowing  before  her,  all 
offering  homage. 

Who  could  have  foretold  that  in  a  few 
short  years  the  mighty  Emperor  would  be  a 
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prisoner  in  the  Prussian  camp,  France  over- 
come and  conquered  by  Prussian  soldiers, 
and  the  beautiful,  fascinating  Empress  end- 
ing her  days  in  England,  a  widow  and  child- 
less, but  a  stately  monument  of  the  past, 
a  link  still  of  the  dear  old  Imperial  days, 
when  France  dictated  to  Europe  ?  I  have 
never  seen  her  since  she  came  to  England, 
but  often  wonder  if,  like  me,  she  thinks  of 
the  dear  old  happy  days.  It  is  no  use 
moralising,  it  will  only  bore  my  readers. 

How  the  Cowleys  laughed  when  they 
drove  me  home  that  night !  Everyone  was 
pleased  and  in  good  humour.  Several 
people  said  kind  things  of  me  to  Lord 
Malmesbury  and  Lady  Cowley,  and  one 
knows  oneself  it  is  always  pleasant  to  take  a 
girl  out  who  is  admired  and  who  is  also 
happy  herself,  as  I  truly  was  that  festive 
night. 

What  a  happy  time  it  was  !  Both  I  and 
my  sister  loved  our  French  friends  ;  and  for 
real  true  friendship  the  French,  when  they 
know  one,  beat  any  nation.  It  takes  them  a 
long  time  to  know  one ;  but,  once  admitted 
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into  the  intimiU  of  their  circle,  nothing  can 
exceed  their  kindness  and  thoughtfulness. 

It  was  curious  the  different  friends  I  and 
my  sister  had.  We  often  did  not  see  each 
other  till  night,  each  going  our  different 
way  during  the  day ;  and  then  how  we 
laughed  and  talked  over  our  various  adven- 
tures. She  had  made  great  friends  with  the 

Comtesse  de  M ,  who  went  regularly  to 

Frohsdorf,  and  she  once  offered  to  take  my 
sister  with  her  on  one  of  her  annual  pilgrim- 
ages thither.  Consent  was  given  by  my 
father,  and  they  started.  How  pretty  and 
bright  she  looked  as  she  waved  her  hand  to 
me  as  the  train  steamed  out  of  the  station, 
the  old  Comtesse  laughingly  telling  me  she 
would  have  taken  me  too,  only  I  was  not 
worthy  of  such  an  honour.  I  quite  agreed 
with  her,  and  yet  felt  strangely  lonesome  when 
I  lost  sight  of  them.  We  had  never  been 
parted  before,  never  known  the  meaning  of 
good-bye  between  each  other,  as  we  never 
had  had  to  use  it.  We  were  all  in  all  to  each 
other.  No  love  can  equal  an  only  sister's 
love.  Sorrowfully  I  went  to  our  flat  and 

M 
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found  my  father  was  going  to  Compiegne, 
to  one  of  the  large  shooting  parties  given  by 
the  Emperor ;  so  I  went  off  on  a  visit  to  the 
Tocquevilles,  down  in  Normandy,  to  wait 
my  father's  arrival. 
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CHAPTEE  XI 

EXCUKSIONS   IN   NOBMANDY 

THE  Tocquevilles  went  to  Valognes,  a  small 
town  about  thirty  miles  from  Cherbourg, 
where  the  old  Norman  noblesse  used  to  pass 
the  winter  before  the  days  of  railways,  when 
travelling  was  long  and  expensive,  and  Paris 
was  too  far  to  go  to.  Many  of  them  still 
kept  the  houses — grand  old  houses,  with 
stately  staircases,  carved  ceilings,  suites 
of  rooms  all  furnished  in  the  quaint  old 
French  style,  dreary  little  courtyards,  and  odd 
little  gardens.  I  had  a  happy  month  there. 
I  never  was  so  fond  of  any  people  as  I 
was  of  the  Tocquevilles.  I  was  quite  like  the 
child  of  their  old  age.  He  was  just  at  the 
beginning  of  the  fatal  illness  that  at  the  end 
of  three  years  carried  him  off,  and  was 
constantly  subject  to  attacks  of  haemorrhage 

M  2 
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from  the  lungs,  so  he  never  went  out  after 
four  o'clock. 

Such  a  pleasant  set  of  people  there  were 
at  Valognes  :  the  Dares  who,  though  strictly 
belonging  to  an  old  Norman  family,  had 
thrown  in  their  fortunes  with  the  first 
Napoleon,  and  have  kept  true  to  his  dynasty  ; 
the  Choiseuls,  the  Montaignacs,  Montes- 
quiou,  the  Marquis  de  Chabannes,  de  Cor- 
celles,  Lafayette  (a  descendant  of  the  famous 
Lafayette),  Montespan,  Cavaignac,  and 
many  others  came  at  the  invitation  of  the 
great  author  ;  all  full  of  life,  bringing  back 
to  one's  memory  the  glorious  days  of  French 
history  and  chivalry,  all  such  true  and  loyal 
Frenchmen,  so  simple  in  their  tastes,  so 
happy  in  their  primitive  town. 

What  grand  excursions  we  made !  To 
Bayeux  to  see  its  grand  old  cathedral,  where, 
curiously  enough,  I  discovered  that  in  olden 
times  one  of  the  abbots  was  a  de  la  Poer. 
A  paper  was  shown  me  with  his  signature, 
and  I  instantly  claimed  him  as  a  kinsman, 
as  my  mother  came  of  the  family  of  de  la 
Poer  Beresfords.  Another  day  was  devoted 
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to  seeing  Coutances,  also  possessing  an  old 
cathedral,  from  which  on  clear  fine  days 
the  Channel  Isles  can  be  seen.  The  story 
is  told  of  the  great  Napoleon  climbing  to  the 
top  of  one  of  the  cathedral  towers,  and, 
stretching  out  his  hands  to  those  far-away 
islands,  exclaiming,  *  I  shall  never  rest  till  I 
win  back  those  islands  to  our  cause.'  All 
the  evening  he  sat  silent  and  dull  at  dinner, 
till,  urged  by  his  great  friend  and  favourite, 
Ney,  to  say  what  affected  him,  he  replied, 
'  I  could  give  up  all  my  victories,  all  the 
crowns  I  have  given  to  my  family,  to  be 
the  possessor  of  that  little  spot.'  Murat,  '  le 
beau  sabreur,'  as  he  was  called,  for  he  was 
so  beautiful  and  full  of  life,  volunteered  to 
fit  out  an  expedition  to  take  them  by  storm. 
All  was  settled ;  funds  raised,  the  expedi- 
tion ready,  when  Murat  fell  suddenly  ill 
with  one  of  those  brain  fevers  to  which  he 
was  so  subject.  No  one  else  cared  to  risk 
his  friendship  and  position  with  Napoleon, 
to  head  a  crusade  against  islands  manned 
and  garrisoned  by  British  soldiers,  and 
hemmed  in  on  all  sides  by  rocks  and  shoals 
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that  no  one  could  navigate  unless  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  their  positions  and  dangers. 

As  Napoleon  used  to  say,  '  The  sea 
fought  for  England;  the  stars  fought  for 
France,'  for  his  greatest  successes  and  tri- 
umphs were  always  hasty  marches  at  night, 
or  the  battle  fought  as  the  dawn  was  break- 
ing, and  the  morning  star  shone  clear  and 
bright.  He  would  point  to  it  and  say,  '  My 
star  !  It  has  never  failed  me  yet.  It  shines 
for  me  and  France.' 

Passionately  did  Napoleon  pace  up  and 
down  the  little  room  in  the  inn,  while  the 
sight  of  those  distant  islands  smiling  and 
glistening  in  the  sun,  as  if  mocking  his 
longing  for  possession,  seemed  to  madden 
him.  He  refused  to  lie  down  that  night, 
but  walked  in  and  out  of  the  house  as  if 
possessed. 

We  stayed  in  the  inn  where  he  had  also 
stopped,  and  our  landlord  was  the  grandson 
of  the  landlord  of  that  time.  The  Normans 
never  loved  the  Buonapartes,  but,  like  the 
rest  of  France,  they  feared  him  and  ad- 
mired his  wonderful  talent.  But  they  have 
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such  a  fellow-feeling  for  those  Channel 
Isles  that  it  would  have  been  difficult  for 
the  fiery  Murat  to  raise  a  body  of  volunteers 
as  he  had  offered. 

Another  bright  time  we  spent  was  at 
sunny  Avranches,  full  of  bright  little  gardens ; 
and  stately  Mont  St-Michel  in  the  distance, 
which  is  one  of  the  glorious  monuments  of 
the  past,  which  the  hand  of  time  has  not 
touched,  except  to  ripen  and  mellow  its 
beauties,  and  which  the  hand  of  man 
has  not  defaced ;  where  they  still  show  the 
stones  of  what  was  once  a  famous  cathedral, 
and  where  Plantagenet  King  Henry  knelt, 
in  humble  submission,  and  was  flogged  for 
the  murder  of  that  'turbulent  priest,'  as  he 
called  Thomas  a  Becket. 

On  another  occasion  our  expedition  was 
to  St.  Lo,  a  quaint  Norman  town  with  an  old 
cathedral,  the  only  one  in  France  that  has  a 
pulpit  outside  the  cathedral,  from  which  in 
old  times  they  preached  to  the  mob  as  much 
as  from  the  one  inside.  Madame  de  Tocque- 
ville  and  I  were  entertained  by  the  Prefet, 
who  had  a  grand  residence  in  the  middle  of 
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the  town.  Originally  an  Orleanist,  he  had 
gone  over  to  the  reigning  house  and  had 
been  appointed  to  one  of  the  highest  posts 
in  France.  He  was  a  thorough  man  of  the 
world,  with  a  wonderful  knowledge  of  Eng- 
lish and  Scottish  legends  as  well  as  French. 
He  knew  the  history  of  nearly  every  stone 
in  that  magnificent  cathedral. 

He  told  us  a  curious  story  of  one  of  its 
preachers.  It  was  just  before  Good  Friday, 
the  Bishop  and  all  the  clergy  were  sitting  in 
council,  discussing  whom  they  should  ask 
to  preach  on  the  Passion  of  Our  Lord,  when  a 
tall  figure,  dressed  in  a  flowing  black  robe 
ornamented  with  white  bands,  came  in : 
evidently  not  one  of  them,  but  a  foreigner, 
with  a  noble  face  and  proud  bearing.  Going 
up  to  the  Bishop  he  said,  '  I  will  preach  the 
Gospel  of  Our  Lord.  I  will  speak  to  these 
people  of  the  Cross  and  Passion ! '  His 
accent  was  different  to  any  these  Norman 
priests  had  ever  heard;  but  he  looked  so 
fervent,  so  full  of  fire,  that  the  Bishop  let 
him  do  as  he  asked.  The  next  day  he 
appeared,  mounted  the  pulpit,  and  for  three 
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hours  kept  the  whole  congregation  entranced 
at  his  wonderful  eloquence.  No  one  knew 
where  he  came  from ;  no  one  knew  where  he 
went  to.  He  was  never  seen  again.  The 
Bishop  had  asked  him  to  come  to  the 
Easter  Feast,  and  it  was  only  years  after 
that  he  discovered  the  man  was  a  heretic, 
none  other  than  the  great  Archbishop  Laud, 
who  had  sailed  from  England  in  a  small 
ship ;  landing  at  Granville,  he  had  gone  to 
Paris  to  meet  Prince  Charles  on  his  way 
back  from  Spain,  where  he  had  offered  him- 
self in  marriage  to  Henrietta  Maria.  This 
was  one  of  the  many  stories  told  us  by  the 
Prefet. 

From  St.  Lo  we  went  to  Mont  St- 
Michel.  Beautiful,  grand  old  place  !  There 
is  no  place  I  love  like  it,  and  how  I  should 
like  to  go  there  again ;  it  was  so  peaceful, 
so  solemn  there,  full  of  legends  connected 
with  our  Norman  kings.  The  cure  of  the 
church  was  (strange  to  say)  a  gentleman ; 
for  none  of  the  Norman  clergy  are  so,  unless 
they  are  Jesuits.  He  was  so  old,  no  one 
knew  his  age  even.  He  had  taken  holy 
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orders  late  in  life.  I  longed  to  know  his 
history,  so  gentle  and  kind  he  was.  What 
hours  he  spent  in  the  old  crypt ! 

I  once  ventured  to  ask  him  if  it  were  not 
wearisome  to  say  so  many  prayers.  *  Child/ 
he  replied,  '  it  is  for  the  sins  of  my  ances- 
tors I  pray-i-for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of 
an  ancestor  of  mine  whose  spirit  still 
wanders  up  and  down  in  our  old  home  in 
Languedoc.'  He  then  described  to  me 
the  old  chateau  which  he  so  loved,  and 
which,  as  he  sadly  said,  '  I  shall  never  see 
again.  Only  in  dreams  do  I  wander  down 
the  old-fashioned  garden,  out  into  the  sunny 
village,  to  the  little  village  church  with  the 
solitary  grave  outside,  just  outside,  where  he 
sleeps  till  his  sins  are  judged  at  the  Last 
Day.  Then  the  inscription,  "  Jesu  Miseri- 
corde,"  on  the  little  wooden  cross  over  his 
grave  will  be  found  to  be  true ;  our  blessed 
Lord  will  have  mercy.  It  is  left  for  me  to 
say  so  many  Masses  for  the  repose  of  his 
soul,  so  that  at  last  the  poor  hunted  spirit 
will  no  longer  wander  about  the  old  familiar 
haunts.' 
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The  story  of  his  uncle  had  been  told  him 
when  a  boy  by  a  servant  who  loved  to  tell 
him  the  tales  and  traditions  of  his  race. 
He,  the  proud  descendant  of  an  old  name, 
had  of  his  own  free  will  gone  to  that  far- 
away rock,  to  hear  the  dull  confessions  of 
the  rough  fishermen  and  labourers  that  lived 
in  the  quaint  old  town,  utterly  oblivious  of 
what  was  going  on  in  the  gay  world,  caring 
for  nothing,  interested  in  nothing,  waiting 
probably  for  his  summons  to  another  world, 
and  spending  his  life  in  praying  for  the 
repose  of  his  unknown  kinsman's  soul. 

This  uncle  had  been  born  at  the  time 
when  the  French  nobles  vied  with  each 
other  in  trying  to  get  their  sons  to  high 
positions.  How  much  Count  Louis  was 
thought  of.  What  stately  role  was  he  to 
fill  ?  how  would  he  hand  on  the  old  name  ? 
such  were  the  various  remarks  passed  on 
him. 

Alas !  one  day  he  went  out  full  of  life 
and  beauty,  and  was  brought  home  crushed, 
and,  as  they  feared,  dying.  What  passionate 
prayers  were  offered  up  for  his  recovery! 
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Monasteries,  convents,  churches,  all  wearied 
Heaven  with  their  prayers  for  his  recovery. 
God  heard  these  prayers,  and  life,  young, 
bright,  sparkling  life,  came  back  to  his  veins. 
But  he  got  up  from  that  bed  of  sickness 
lame,  and  the  cruel  fiat  went  forth,  that,  as 
in  consequence  of  that  infirmity  all  other 
noble  professions  were  closed  to  him,  and  he 
could  not  serve  his  king  in  any  capacity 
(for  it  was  a  strict  rule  in  the  Court  that  no 
one  lame  or  deformed  should  embrace  any 
profession  but  the  Church),  therefore  his 
father  decided  that  he  should  be  educated 
for  the  Church.  He  was  sent  away  to  a 
Jesuit  college  and  brought  up  in  the 
strictest  rules  of  that  stern,  self-denying 
order.  During  his  absence  another  child 
had  been  born  to  the  old  house,  but  this 
time  a  girl,  and  when  he  came  home  the  little 
sister  ran  out  to  meet  him,  holding  out  her 
tiny  arms,  and  in  her  clear  childish  voice 
crying  out,  *  Mon  frere,  mon  frere,  comme  je 
t'aime ! '  Fondly  he  clasped  the  little 
one  to  his  heart;  and  from  that  hour  a 
passionate  love  sprang  up  in  him  for  the 
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motherless  child  (the  mother  having  died 
in  giving  her  birth).  He  had  come  home 
longing  to  go  out  into  the  world ;  he  told 
his  father  he  could  not  give  up  his  liberty 
for  the  strictness  of  a  priest's  life.  '  Am  I 
never  to  know  the  love  of  woman  ?  '  he 
fiercely  asked.  '  Am  I  never  to  hold  a  child 
of  my  own  in  my  arms  ?  Is  all  natural  affec- 
tion in  me  to  be  stifled?  I  pine  for  the 
world.  I  long  to  be  like  other  men.  I  shall 
die  or  go  mad  if  doomed  and  forced  to  that 
hateful  profession.'  It  was  no  use.  The 
Count  grimly  and  sternly  replied,  '  I  have 
dedicated  you  to  the  Church.  I  cannot 
break  my  promise  to  Our  Lady.' 

How  well  one  can  picture  the  whole  scene 
to  oneself.  The  stern  old  father,  the  pale- 
faced  youth,  the  blue-eyed  child  twining 
her  tiny  arms  round  his  neck,  and  saying, 
*  Eestez  ici  avec  nous,  mon  frere  ! '  Count 
Louis  left,  studied  hard,  gained  high  honours, 
and  at  the  end  of  eight  years  returned  to 
hear  his  sister's  first  confession,  to  see  her 
confirmed,  to  celebrate  Mass  for  her,  and 
administer  to  her  for  the  first  time  the 
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blessed  Sacrament.  He  came  back  a  hard, 
cold  man,  with  a  face  impenetrable  like  a 
mask,  shunning  all  his  old  friends  and 
neighbours,  hated  by  the  rich,  feared  by  the 
poor.  Only  to  his  sister  did  he  unbend.  By 
the  hour  together  did  they  wander  through 
the  woods,  those  fatal  woods  that  had  ruined 
his  life.  To  him  she  confided  all  her  girlish 
sorrows,  all  her  hopes  for  the  future :  how 
she  longed  to  enter  a  convent  and  dedicate 
the  remainder  of  that  pure  young  life  to  the 
services  of  the  Church  she  so  loved;  how 
she  liked  to  sit  alone  by  the  hour  in  the 
dimly  lighted  chapel,  with  its  one  glorious 
window  in  memory  of  her  mother,  whom  she 
so  often  saw  in  her  dreams.  There  she 
would  sit  heedless  of  time,  thinking  of  her 
dead  mother,  of  her  living  brother,  both 
equally  dear  to  her,  '  the  known  and  the 
unknown.'  But  the  day  came  when  he 
must  again  part  from  her.  Orders  arrived 
from  his  superior ;  he  was  to  go  as  mis- 
sionary to  a  foreign  land.  Wildly  and 
hopelessly  did  she  cling  to  him  the  morn- 
ing of  his  intended  departure,  and  told  him 
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how  that  morning  her  father,  who  seldom 
noticed  her,  and  seemed  ever  wrapped  up 
in  his  gloomy  thoughts,  had  told  her  that 
she  had  been  betrothed  for  years  to  an  old 
friend  of  his,  and  when  she  was  eighteen  the 
marriage  was  to  take  place.  She  said  she 
would  rather  die  than  marry  Count  X.  With 
mutual  tears  and  sobs  the  young  priest  and 
his  sister  parted.  Time  went  on.  Coun- 
tess Virginie  was  sent  to  the  convent  of  the 
Sacre"  Cosur  to  finish  her  education.  News 
was  occasionally  received  of  her  brother: 
how  he  had  worked  at  his  mission  station 
in  China  ;  how  a  deadly  illness  had  broken 
out ;  how  many  had  died ;  how  he  seemed 
to  bear  a  charmed  life,  always  amongst  the 
sick  and  dying  ;  how  many  a  dying  bed  had 
he  soothed  and  comforted,  taken  from  them 
the  sorrows  of  death,  held  the  Cross  before 
their  dying  eyes,  and  almost  seemed  to  go 
with  them  to  that  unknown  bourne  from 
whence  no  traveller  returns  to  tell  us  weary 
toilers  of  the  great  and  glorious  bliss  that 
awaits  those  who  try  to  do  their  duty.  At 
last  he  was  struck  down,  and  in  his  delirium 
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prattled  and  raved  about  the  dear  old  home 
in  sunny  France,  the  little  sister,  and  dear, 
dead  mother. 

Home  he  was  sent  when  convalescent. 
Better  far  if  he  had  died  amongst  the  people 
for  whom  he  had  almost  laid  down  his  life. 
It  was  not  to  be.  Helpless  and  weak  he  was 
brought  home.  Dark,  heavy  clouds  seemed 
to  hang  over  the  village  as  he  drove  down 
the  street.  A  fierce  thunderstorm  broke 
over  the  old  chateau  as  the  frightened 
horses  crossed  the  drawbridge,  and  a  flash  of 
vivid  lightning  only  seemed  to  make  the  un- 
natural darkness  still  more  apparent  as  he 
was  lifted  out  of  the  carriage.  The  flagstaff 
on  the  grand  old  tower  was  rent  in  twain 
and  the  flag  hurled  to  the  ground.  No  one 
spoke,  all  seemed  paralysed  with  fear.  A 
girl  of  great  beauty  stood  in  the"  hall ;  her 
golden  hair  shone  like  an  aureole  round  her 
head,  and  above  all  the  din  and  uproar  her 
clear  young  voice  rang  out,  '  Mon  frere,  mon 
frere  !  '  and  the  brother  and  sister  met  again 
after  a  long  absence,  and  once  more  were 
clasped  in  each  other's  arms. 
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Three  months  elapsed.  Health  and 
strength  returned  to  the  young  priest,  but 
all  noticed  a  great  change  had  come  over 
him.  A  fierce  fire  seemed  to  burn  in  his 
eyes ;  people  said  he  seemed  never  to  rest 
or  sleep.  He  was  up  half  the  night  in  the 
old  chapel,  prostrate  before  the  altar  of 
Our  Lady,  as  if  he  would  weary  Heaven 
with  his  constant,  incessant  prayers.  The 
wedding  -  day  was  fixed  for  the  young 
Countess.  Great  were  the  preparations.  In 
vain  the  young  girl  begged  and  implored  to 
be  allowed  to  return  to  her  much-loved  con- 
vent. The  old  father  absolutely  refused  to 
discuss  the  question. 

The  eve  of  the  wedding  arrived.  Quite 
late  at  night,  when  most  of  the  inhabitants 
of  the  chateau  had  retired  to  rest,  a  wild, 
piercing  cry  was  heard  from  the  young  girl's 
room.  Everyone  rushed  from  all  parts  to 
the  door  ;  a  few  entered.  What  a  sight  met 
their  scared  and  astonished  eyes  !  Stretched 
on  her  bed  lay  the  bride  of  the  morrow,  her 
bright  hair  almost  covering  her ;  her  blue 
eyes  wide  open,  with  a  terrified  look  in  them. 
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There  she  lay  dying — dying  fast.  f  Send  for 
the  priest ;  send  for  my  son  ! '  the  poor  old 
father  cried.  They  rushed  to  the  priest's 
room  :  he  was  not  there  ;  to  the  chapel — he 
was  nowhere  to  be  found.  Sadly  watch  was 
kept  by  the  dying  girl.  Why  was  she  dying — 
she  so  young,  so  full  of  life  and  spirits  the 
day  before  ?  Slowly  but  surely  death  came 
creeping  up ;  slowly  but  surely  life  faded 
away.  But  no  word,  no  sign  did  she  make 
to  tell  them  what  had  occurred,  what  was 
passing  in  her  mind !  Oh,  how  we  hunger 
for  last  words !  Hastily  a  priest  was  pro- 
cured from  the  next  village.  Alas  !  too  late. 
One  faint  whisper  came  from  her  at  the  last. 
They  bent  over  to  hear  it,  it  was  so  faint — 
'  Mon  frere.'  It  was  the  same  childish  cry, 
the  old  familiar  sound.  A  bright  smile  flitted 
across  her  lips,  then  dead  silence.  She  had 
passed  away,  and  only  the  mourners  were 
left,  and  a  strange,  unnatural  awe  seemed  to 
fall  on  all.  Someone  whispered  that  the 
priest  had  been  seen  to  leave  that  room 
looking  like  one  distraught. 

Time  passed  on ;  preparations  were  made 
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for  the  funeral,  not  for  the  wedding.  The 
coffin  was  carried  into  the  chapel  and  stood 
before  the  altar.  In  the  dead  of  night  the 
brother  returned,  spoke  to  no  one,  shut  him- 
self up  in  his  tiny  room  leading  into  the 
chapel.  Early  in  the  morning  he  sent  a 
message  to  his  father  positively  refusing  to 
assist  at  the  funeral  rites.  He  was  not  even 
there  during  the  sad  ceremony.  When  all 
was  over,  and  the  young  maidens  of  the 
village  arrived  to  carry  the  young  Countess's 
coffin  to  the  grave,  he  suddenly  appeared.  A 
thrill  of  horror  ran  through  the  crowd.  Was 
that  old  broken-down-looking  man  Count 
Louis  ?  His  hair  was  snow-white  and  face 
simply  agonized ;  he  was  clad  in  the  simple 
black  gown  of  his  order.  Striding  forward, 
he  roughly  put  the  maidens  aside,  and  going 
up  to  the  altar  commanded  all  to  remain  in 
their  places.  Then  in  a  hard  cold  voice 
full  of  bitterness  he  told  his  story.  Ad- 
dressing himself  to  the  Count  he  sternly  up- 
braided him  for  forcing  and  driving  him  into 
the  Church.  He  had  striven  hard  to  per- 
form the  duties  of  his  sacred  calling.  He 

N  2 
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had  always  hated  it,  loathed  it ;  how  in  that 
last  illness  he  had  hoped  and  prayed  for 
death — death,  not  life,  had  been  his  con- 
stant prayer.  He  then  briefly  related  the 
story  of  his  convalescence  and  recovery  :  how 
his  sister  nursed  and  -tended  him,  brought 
him  back  to  life  ;  and  to  his  horror  and  shame 
he  found  a  passionate,  unholy  love  had 
sprung  up  in  his  heart  for  his  own  sister. 
How  hard  he  had  struggled  against  this  sin- 
ful feeling,  this  unholy  passion  ;  how  he  had 
gone  to  Paris,  confessed  it  all  in  shame  and 
agony  to  his  superior,  and  implored  him  to 
send  him  away ;  but  was  told  Heaven  was 
trying  his  faith,  and  he  must  return,  live 
down  and  conquer  that  deadly  sin.  Oh, 
how  that  sin  ate  his  heart  like  a  canker ! 
She  saw  he  was  ill,  miserable,  and  with 
sweet  sisterly  sympathy  and  gentle  loving 
words  implored  him  to  tell  her  what  it  was. 
How  could  he  tell  her  ?  It  was  impossible  : 
he  could  not,  dared  not.  He  dared  not 
sully  that  pure,  spotless  mind  by  hinting, 
breathing  such  a  sin ;  she  would  not  even 
understand  things  so  vile.  Then  came  the 
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announcement  of  his  sister's  engagement  to 
that  dissolute  old  man.  He  went  to  his 
father,  expostulated,  and  tried  all  his  elo- 
quence. '  Let  her  be  the  bride  of  Heaven  ; 
she  wishes  it.  Dedicate  both  your  children  to 
the  Church.'  But  it  was  sternly  refused,  and 
she  was  to  be  sacrificed.  He  went  out  of 
his  father's  presence  with  his  brain  reeling. 
In  the  dead  of  night  he  went  to  her  room 
and  found  her  kneeling  before  the  crucifix. 
The  moment  he  entered  the  room  she 
rushed  to  him  and  implored  him  to  save  her  ; 
she  believed  so  in  him.  She  could  not,  she 
would  not,  marry  this  dreadful  old  man. 
Then  at  last  his  terrible  secret  burst  forth. 
All  his  own  passionate  love  was  poured 
into  her  ears.  Understanding  him,  and 
holding  up  her  crucifix,  she  dared  him  to 
come  near  her,  to  approach  her.  No  one 
ever  knew  the  secret  of  that  terrible  hour. 
He  fled  from  her  room,  out  into  the  woods 
where  they  had  spent  so  many  happy  hours 
together,  and  she,  crushed,  horrified,  broken- 
hearted, was  left  alone ;  only  one  agonizing 
cry  came  from  her  lips.  That  cry  had  roused 
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the  sleeping  inmates  of  the  chateau.  The 
shock  was  too  much  for  her,  it  killed  her ; 
her  heart  was  broken. 

After  his  confession  a  long  silence  pre- 
vailed. 'I  am  the  sinner,  she  the  saint, 
the  pure  spotless  maid ! '  he  cried.  Then 
turning  to  the  altar  he  sent  up  one  last 
imploring  *  Jesu,  Mise"ricorde  !  '  Before  they 
could  seize  him,  he  plunged  a  knife  into  his 
heart,  and  the  dark  red  blood  of  the  priest 
streamed  forth  and  stained  the  white 
flowers  on  the  sister's  bier,  aye,  trickled 
down  towards  his  own  little  room.  Not  a 
word  was  said.  The  coffin  was  carried  out, 
the  dark  stream  trickling  after  it  till  it 
reached  the  door,  then  stopped,  as  if  afraid 
to  meet  the  bright  sunlight  outside.  The 
rest  of  the  service  was  completed  amidst 
tears  and  sobs,  the  dead  priest  left  lying 
before  the  altar.  That  night  he  was  buried 
outside  the  churchyard  by  the  orders  of  the 
old  Count,  who  did  not  attend.  He  left  the 
chateau,  and  never  returned  again.  At  his 
death  the  property  went  to  his  brother,  who 
placed  a  small  wooden  cross  on  the  priest's 
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grave  with  '  Jesu,  Misericorde '  inscribed  on 
it,  and  left  a  petition  in  his  will  that  it  was 
to  be  replaced  by  his  descendants  when  it 
was  worn  out.  Such  was  the  story  of  the 
ancestor  of  this  old  priest,  which  he  told  me 
himself  when  at  Mont  St-Michel. 

That  week  we  were  joined  by  the  mother 
of  my  young  partner  of  the  celebrated 
Legitimist  ball,  where  I  had  been  so  foolish. 
She  had  two  sons  with  her,  high-spirited 
boys  of  eighteen  and  nineteen,  loving  their 
mother  devotedly.  Her  slightest  word  was 
law ;  and,  though  longing  to  join  the  army 
and  fight  under  the  flag  of  France,  they 
gave  all  up  at  her  bidding,  as  she  would  not 
hear  of  their  serving  under  the  present 
government.  What  a  beautiful  woman  she 
was !  so  stately  in  her  movements,  allied 
by  her  marriage  and  her  own  birth  to  the 
most  ancient  blood  in  France.  Both  her 
father  and  father-in-law  had  lost  their  lives 
in  the  Vendean  war.  The  old  cur6  was  her 
cousin,  and  she  came  to  stop  with  him.  We 
all  became  such  friends.  I  used  to  call  the 
sons  my  '  Breton  boys,'  and  they  called  me 
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1  little  English  mother.'  They  were  all  to 
join  us  at  Valognes,  and  we  were  to  leave 
early  in  the  morning,  when  Madame  de 
Tocqueville  roused  me  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  to  say  that  her  husband  had  another 
frightful  attack  of  haemorrhage,  imploring 
me  to  help  her.  What  was  to  be  done- 
no  doctor  in  that  solitary  island  ?  I  hastily 
dressed,  and  ran  down  the  street  to  knock 
up  the  curd,  who,  in  spite  of  his  age  and  in- 
firmities, said  he  knew  his  way  in  the  dark 
amongst  those  dangerous  quicksands  to  the 
nearest  town. 

He  looked  so  old  and  frail,  we  could  not 
bear  him  to  go  alone.  He  laughed  at  our 
fears,  saying  (as  I  have  since  learnt  to  say 
in  my  hours  of  sorrow),  *  Death  never  comes 

to  those  who  seek  it.'     Madame  de  L 

had  heard  the  stir  and  commotion,  and  was 
already  in  the  sick  man's  room.  Charles, 
one  of  my  Breton  boys,  insisted  on  accom- 
panying the  cur6 ;  so  Henri,  the  other  one, 
and  myself  went  with  them  to  the  end 
of  the  town,  reverently  kneeling  to  receive 
the  dear  old  man's  blessing,  and  they  passed 
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into  what  seemed  outer  and  thick  darkness. 
There  was  no  causeway  then  as  there  is 
paow ;  the  only  way  to  the  land  was  at  high 
tide  in  a  small  boat,  or  to  cross,  at  low  tide, 
the  sands  with  a  guide.  Back  to  the  battle- 
ments we  wandered,  straining  our  eyes  to 
see  the  little  flickering  light  that  repre- 
sented the  lamp  they  carried.  How  strange 
it  is  in  times  like  these  !  Etiquette  and  con- 
ventionality are  put  aside ;  for  what  more 
unheard-of  proceeding  was  there,  than  for 
us,  boy  and  girl,  to  be  wandering  about  to- 
gether in  the  middle  of  the  night  ?  What  a 
long  weary  night  it  was,  how  peaceful  all 
the  surroundings  !  but  no  sign  of  our  friends, 
and  the  sick  man  growing  worse  and  worse. 
Then  we  heard  the  faint  sound  of  waters 
rippling,  and  we  knew  the  tide  was  coming 
in ;  and  for  three  hours  no  one  could  land 
till  the  tide  was  high  enough  to  let  the 
boats  enter  the  tiny  harbour.  Then  dawn, 
bright  rosy  dawn,  arose,  and  the  sun  seemed 
to  touch  with  gold  the  old  monastic  pile. 
The  bell  rang  for  early  Mass,  but  there 
was  no  priest  to  officiate.  At  last  a 
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shout  of  delight  was  heard,  and  the  boat 
was  seen  coming  quickly  across  the  water 
with  the  doctor.  He  went  into  the  sick- 
room. Anxiously  did  we  await  his  verdict, 
which  was  that  M.  de  Tocqueville  was 
very  ill,  but,  he  hoped,  would  recover.  On 
no  account  was  he  to  be  moved  for  at 
least  a  fortnight. 

It  was  indeed  a  sad  ending  to  our  happy 
excursions.  All  left  except  me,  who,  of 
course,  stopped  to  help  my  dear  old  friends, 

and  Madame  de  L and  the  two  boys 

stayed  on  too.  The  dear  old  priest  took 
a  great  fancy  to  us  young  people,  and  we 
were  constantly  with  him,  visiting  the  sick 
fisher-folk  in  their  homes,  walking  about  the 
old  town  till  we  knew  nearly  every  stone  of 
it.  He  showed  me  a  grave  in  the  church- 
yard. They  called  it  the  English  grave, 
but  there  was  no  name  on  it.  A  large  sail- 
ing ship  had  struck  on  a  rock,  one  of  the 
many  on  that  cruel  coast,  and  in  less  than 
five  minutes  had  foundered,  and  all  were 
drowned  except  one  girl  who  was  found 
bleeding  and  senseless,  thrown  up  by  the 
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sea.  She  was  picked  up  and  taken  to  one  of 
the  cottages,  and  lingered  for  a  week.  In 
her  delirium  she  talked  incessantly.  No  one 
understood  her,  as  she  knew  not  a  word  of 
French,  nor  they  of  English.  Was  she 
talking  of  home  ?  '  Mother  '  was  what  she 
kept  crying.  Beautiful  she  was  indeed ;  but 
no  light  was  ever  thrown  on  her  history,  no 
mark  or  sign  to  say  who  she  was  or  where 
she  came  from,  or  where  she  was  going — 
the  ship  had  gone  down  with  her  secret. 
She  was  buried  in  the  little  churchyard,  and 
many  were  the  tears  shed  by  the  simple 
peasants  at  her  sad,  lonely  funeral.  I  used 
to  go  and  sit  by  my  countrywoman's  grave 
and  wonder  at  her  sad  history  ;  but  no  one 
would  ever  know  it.  For  years  the  mother 
may  have  watched  and  waited  for  the  child 
who  never  came  back.  It  all  seemed  so  sad, 
and  the  grave  looked  so  lonesome. 

Grim  and  horrible  were  some  of  the  tales 
the  fisher-folk  told  us.  For  years  they  had 
lived  on  that  rock,  separated,  so  to  say, 
from  the  outer  world.  They  had  no  ambi- 
tion, no  wish  to  rise.  From  father  to  son 


they  handed  on  their  simple  profession.  As 
long  as  they  caught  enough  fish  to  keep 
the  wolf  from  the  door  they  were  perfectly 
content.  A  strange,  independent  race  they 
were,  peculiar  to  Mont  St-Michel.  Utterly 
unlettered  and  untaught,  few  could  read  or 
write ;  facing  death  so  often  on  that  rock- 
bound  coast,  they  ceased  to  fear  it ;  acknow- 
ledging no  laws,  no  authority,  not  knowing 
who  reigned  or  governed ;  but  good  Catholics 
also,  and  wonderfully  sober. 

Tradition  says  that  in  the  times  of  the 
Great  Kevolution  the  mob  hunted  the  high- 
born lords  and  ladies  down  to  the  shore,  tore 
the  clothes  off  the  delicately  nurtured  women, 
and  laughed  them  to  scorn  when  they  im- 
plored for  a  little  covering,  cruelly  saying 
the  sands  should  be  their  covering;  then 
finally,  cruelly  and  pitilessly  they  drove 
them  to  the  quicksands,  which  engulfed 
them.  Often  they  were  swallowed  up  while 
singing  hymns  and  other  cantiques.  Others 
were  put  in  boats,  tied  hand  and  foot.  The 
boat  was  sent  out  to  sea,  and  never  was  seen 
again.  They  declared  that  on  certain 
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nights  lights  are  seen  flickering  across  those 
sands,  always  taking  the  form  of  a  cross  or  a 
sacre  cceur  ;  and  that,  when  the  winds  roar 
and  the  sky  is  dark,  faint  whispers  are  heard 
as  if  a  band  of  pilgrims  were  crossing.  The 
old  priest  took  us  to  the  oubliettes,  down  a 
secret  passage  which  was  unknown  to  the 
public,  and  bade  us  lean  over  and  see  the 
white  bones  heaped  one  on  the  top  of  the 
other.  Oh,  what  stories,  what  horrors,  does 
that  beautiful  island  hold  ! 

When  Alexis  de  Tocqueville  was  slowly 
recovering,  the  priest  would  come  to  the 
sick-room  and  tell  of  King  Arthur,  who  is 
supposed  to  have  come  with  some  of  his 
knights  and  landed  in  the  dead  of  night. 
His  boat  was  seen  crossing  with  a  strange 
light  in  the  shape  of  a  cross  on  the  prow ; 
and  when  he  landed  he  went  straight  to  the 
church  and  vowed  then  and  there  to  erect  a 
similar  Mont  St-Michel  in  England.  He 
left  next  day.  None  in  the  island  could 
come  up  to  him  in  stature  or  knightly 
bearing.  The  simple  monks  knelt  to  him 
and  said,  '  It  is  a  god,  not  a  man !  '  He 
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sailed  out  into  the  night  again,  and  the 
cross  was  still  shining  at  the  prow.  Some 
time  later  at  night  a  glorious  light  was  seen 
shining  on  the  figure  of  St.  Michael.  Years 
after,  a  pilgrim  landed  on  the  island,  and 
said  the  great  king  had  passed  away ;  but  he 
had  founded  a  second  Mont  St-Michel  in 
bonnie  England. 

Alexis  de  Tocqueville  became  better,  and 
longed    to    return    to    his    own   home    in 
Normandy.     I   was    indeed    sorry    to   say 
good-bye  to  the  priest  and  the  lovely  island. 
I  went  there  again,  years   after;  but  how 
different   was   it !     A  causeway   had  been 
built ;  it  was  no  longer  an  island.    It  was 
haunted  by  British  excursionists.     All  my 
old  friends  had  gone.     The  old  cur6  had  a 
stroke  shortly  after  we  left,  and  was  taken 
back  to  his  old  home.    I  know  who  he  was, 
and  all  about  him,  now ;  but  as  he  chose 
never  to  divulge  his  name  to  me,  I  shall 
keep  his  secret :  suffice  it  to  say  he  was  a 
descendant  of  one  of  the  proudest  families  in 
France,  of  whom  Charles  X.  said,  *  All  the 
men  are  heroes,  and  all  the  women  are  saints.' 
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Years  after,  I  was  wandering  about  the 
South  of  France,  and  arrived  at  a  small 
village  where  I  intended  passing  the  night. 
According  to  my  usual  custom,  I  went  to 
the  little  church  and  walked  about  the 
churchyard.  It  was  all  in  disorder,  and 
looked  as  if  no  loving  hands  tended  or 
looked  after  the  graves.  The  wall  was  down 
and  the  masons  were  repairing  it,  and  taking 
more  ground  in  to  make  the  churchyard 
larger.  One  of  them  offered  to  take  me  to 
the  neighbouring  chateau,  where  his  mother 
was  caretaker,  and  added  jokingly,  pointing 
to  a  solitary  grave, '  He  will  perhaps  now  rest 
quiet,  as  he  will  be  in  consecrated  ground.' 
I  looked  round  casually,  and  saw  a  wooden 
cross,  a  lonely  grave.  c  Jesu,  Misericorde  ' 
was  carved  on  the  cross.  How  the  past 
flashed  over  me  ;  how  the  dear  memories  of 
the  past  awoke  within  me  again  !  Mont 
St-Michel — the  old  curffs  story.  This  must 
be  the  place,  the  chateau.  The  busy  work- 
man was  longing  to  tell  the  story.  I  could 
not  bear  to  hear  it  garbled  and  gossiped  over, 
as  I  knew  my  cure  would  have  hated  it. 
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We  went  to  the  chateau,  now  in  ruins,  for 
the  mob  had  attacked  and  sacked  it  during 
one  of  the  Kevolutionary  storms.     The  ban- 
queting hall,   with    its   fine    collection    of 
family  portraits,  had  been  burned  :  a  few  had 
been  hastily  removed  to  a  room  in  the  tower. 
I  recognised  it  all  so  well  by  my  old  friend's 
description :    the   round  tower    and   stone 
staircase,  the  flag-staff,  where  now  no  flag 
hung,  grass  growing  between  the  seldom- 
used  stone  flags.     The  guardian  of  the  cha- 
teau, who  was  old  and  decrepit,  let  us  go 
over  it  alone.     Several  pictures  were  still  on 
the  walls.     One  with  its  face  turned  to  the 
wall  was  that  of  a  young  man  evidently  just 
entering  manhood.    The  face  was  full  of  fire, 
with  large  brown  eyes  and  a  firm-set  mouth. 
There  was  a  far-away  look  in  his  eyes,  as  if  he 
were  asking  the  future  what  it  had  in  store  for 
him.  Lucky  for  him  he  did  not  know.  Itwasa 
fine  picture  :  someone  had  written  on  it '  Jesu, 
Misericorde.'     This  then  was  Count  Louis. 
I  went  into  the  tiny  chapel,  now  used  as 
a  granary.     The  windows  were  thick  with 
dust,   and   the   whole  scene    came  vividly 
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before  my  eyes.  Long,  long  did  I  sit.  Twi- 
light deepened.  I  could  almost  fancy  I 
heard  the  shrill  cry  to  Heaven  for  mercy, 
that  I  saw  the  dark-robed  priest  coming 
from  his  little  room  that  last  day.  On 
I  sat  and  dreamed,  my  heart  was  so  full 
of  those  dead  people.  I  was  suddenly  dis- 
turbed by  the  concierge,  who  came  bustling 
into  the  chapel,  saying, '  Mademoiselle,  don't 
stay  in  here  any  longer,  for  Count  Louis's 
spirit  often  comes  here.'  She,  like  her  son, 
was  longing  to  tell  the  story.  I  could  not 
bear  to  hear  it  from  her,  so  hastily  rising  I 
joined  my  husband,  who  had  left  me  to 
wander  about  alone,  knowing  there  are  times 
and  places  when  one  must  be  alone. 

The  descendant  of  that  old  house  was  a 
young  officer  out  in  Algiers,  and  he,  on 
hearing  these  constant  reports  about  the 
place  being  haunted,  had  asked  the  Bishop 
to  add  to  the  churchyard,  hoping  when  the 
priest's  grave  was  inside  the  sacred  precincts 
that  the  unhappy  spirit  would  rest.  He  had 
no  money  to  restore  the  old  place  with,  and 
I  hear  it  is  now  gradually  falling  into  ruins. 

o 
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This  is  a  long  digression  and  a  long  jump 
ahead ;  but  it  was  strange  that  I  should  have 
been  amongst  the  scenes  and  haunts  of  my 
dear  old  friend. 


CHAPTER  XII 

ODDS   AND   ENDS 

I  HAVE  written  a  good  deal  about  French 
Imperialism  and  French  literary  men.  I 
am  now  going  to  change  the  subject — one 
gets  tired  of  too  much  of  one  thing ;  and  I 
am  going  to  give  my  readers  a  sketch  of 
French  low  life — not  exactly  what  you  will 
care  to  read  about,  perhaps.  But  it  was 
one  of  the  phases  of  my  youthful  experi- 
ence. 

My  father  was  very  intimate  with  a 
French  widow.  She  was  well  known  in 
Paris  as  being  one  of  the  gayest  of  that  gay 
capital.  Her  husband  had  been  a  rou6, 
spendthrift,  gambler,  and  drunkard,  and 
killed  himself  by  drinking.  His  wife  was 
quite  beautiful,  fastidious  to  an  extraordi- 
nary degree — no  one  was  good  enough  for 
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her  to  know.  She  had  a  chateau  close  to 
the  sea.  She  picked  my  father  out  at  a 
large  dinner  given  by  a  mutual  friend,  and 
from  that  day  a  great  intimacy  sprang  up 
between  those  two.  She  often  came  and 
stopped  at  our  house,  and  we  used  to  sit 
open-mouthed  at  her  garrulity.  But  we 
were  not  often  allowed  to  be  in  the  room, 
for  naturally  the  presence  of  two  girls  was 
a  great  gene  on  their  conversation. 

You  will  say  this  is  not  low  life.  But  I 
am  coming  to  it.  She  had  two  sons :  one 
ran  through  all  his  fortune  and  enlisted  in 
the  French  army,  and  died  in  some  skirmish 
in  Africa,  the  c  grave  of  the  French  army,' 
as  it  is  called.  The  other  son  was  as  wild 
as  his  brother,  but  more  careful  of  his  money. 
He  was  the  only  thing  the  widow  really 
cared  for.  Some  day  he  would  marry  and 
carry  on  the  old  name  and  traditions,  such 
traditions  as  they  were ;  for  they  openly 
boasted  that  one  and  all  from  generation  to 
generation  had  broken  all  the  ten  command- 
ments— aye,  twenty  or  thirty,  if  there  were 
as  many.  Several  times  the  holy  sisters  at 
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the  Sacre  Coeur  had  planned  and  made  up  a 
marriage  for  him.  But  no  \  he  would  have 
none  of  that  sort  of  girl.  He  would  choose 
his  own  wife  when  he  married.  And  so  he 
did.  He  suddenly  wrote  to  his  mother  that 
he  was  married,  and  was  bringing  his  bride 
home.  He  wrote  to  the  agent,  to  the 
maire  (for  all  French  towns  have  a  mayor), 
to  the  cur 4,  that  he  and  his  wife  were  going 
to  make  their  formal  entry  into  the  little 
village  that  day  week,  and  he  expected 
Madame  la  Marquise  to  be  properly  re- 
ceived. We  were  stopping  in  the  village 
with  our  maid,  as  it  was  quiet,  primitive, 
and  cheap,  and  girl-like  we  mixed  in  the 
crowd  that  was  outside  the  chateau  gates 
to  watch  the  procession. 

The  curd,  the  mayor,  all  were  outside — 
his  mother  also — all  curious  to  see  who 
and  what  the  bride  was.  A  carriage  drove 
up.  Inside  were  the  newly  wedded  pair,  he 
dressed  as  a  common  fisherman,  she  as  a 
fish-wife.  Yes  !  he  had  married  to  please 
himself — a  common  fisher-girl  he  had  met  in 
a  fishing  village.  He  had  not  told  her  who 
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he  was,  and  she  stared  at  the  long  row  of 
sycophants  who  were  there  to  greet  and  make 
up  to  the  Marquise.     But  how  beautiful  she 
was  ! — hair  black  as  a  raven's  wing  hanging 
in  thick  clusters  down  her  back,  large  hazel 
eyes,  and  such  rosy  cheeks  and  white  teeth. 
She  was  talking  at  the  top  of  her  voice  ; 
you  might  have  heard  her  a  mile  off.     She 
looked  like  a  beautiful   panther.     Fiercely 
she  turned  round  on  him,  asked  what  it  all 
meant,   and  on  being  told  it  was  in  her 
honour — that  she  was  Madame  la  Marquise — 
jumped  out  of  the  carriage  and  insisted  on 
returning   to   the   station.     Her    language 
was  most  violent.    '  Base  deceiver,'  she  said, 
turning  on  him,  '  you  told  me  you  were  a 
fisherman  and  I  was  to  live  by  the  sea.     I 
won't  be  a  marquise.    I  am  a  peasant's 
daughter,  and  I  will  be  a  fisherman's  wife.' 
Fiercely   she  tore  the   address  out   of  the 
mayor's  hands,  burst  into  wild  sobs,  and 
turning  round  to  an  old  woman,  one  of  the 
fisherwomen,  said,  '  Take  me  to  your  home. 
I  will  not  be  a  marquise — I  will  not   enter 
that   house ; '    then   turned  her    back    on 
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her  mother-in-law,  who  stood  aghast  and 
horrified.  She,  the  polished  woman  of  the 
world,  who  had  Paris  at  her  feet,  and  had 
come  from  her  comfortable  home  in  the  gay 
capital  to  meet  her  daughter-in-law,  fearing 
she  would  be  impossible  to  receive,  but  little 
dreaming,  little  imagining,  the  virago  she 
was  to  encounter,  little  thinking  that  her 
daughter-in-law  would  in  the  face  of  all  these 
people  refuse  to  be  received  by  her,  laugh  at 
the  reception,  turn  her  back  on  all,  refuse  to 
take  up  her  position  as  Madame  la  Marquise, 
openly  proclaim  her  low  birth,  nay,  glory  in 
it,  and  only  enter  the  home  of  one  of  the 
lowest  of  the  people.  It  was  a  bitter  mo- 
ment for  her  vanity  indeed — defeated  by 
her  son's  wife  whom  she  meant  to  patronize, 
to  treat  with  cold  civility,  to  let  her  feel  she 
was  graciously  admitted  into  the  charmed 
circle  of  the  fashionable  Parisian  world. 

The  poor  old  fisher-wife  put  her  arm 
round  the  girl,  and  coaxingly  said,  '  Venez, 
ma  fille ;  venez  a  moi,'  and  slowly  the  pair 
went  across  the  village  street  into  the 
tiny  cottage — the  bride  bitterly  weeping, 
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refusing  to  be  comforted.  She  was  dressed 
so  plainly,  yet  so  picturesquely,  in  a  short 
blue  skirt,  bare  feet  and  legs,  and  a  bright 
red  fishing  cap  placed  jauntily  on  her  head 
— all  were  astonished.  Her  husband  went 
to  the  auberge,  refusing  to  enter  his  home 
till  she,  '  Victoire,'  as  he  called  her,  came. 
The  old  Marquise,  who  had  asked  a  houseful 
to  meet  her  daughter-in-law,  came  down  to 
dinner  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  My 
father,  who  was  one  of  the  invited  guests, 
said  she  was  beautifully  dressed,  and  after 
dinner,  standing  up  with  a  glass  in  her  hand, 
without  a  quiver  in  her  voice  or  a  shade  on 
her  face  to  show  the  bitterness  of  her  dis- 
appointment, proposed  the  health  of  the 
1  nouveaux  mari6s.' 

That  night  we  went  on  the  sands,  as  we 
generally  did,  for  it  was  like  one's  own 
home,  so  quiet,  and  pushed  off  in  the  little 
boat  that  was  always  at  our  service  during 
our  stay,  and  which  we  knew  how  to 
manage  perfectly,  as  we  were  so  accustomed 
to  boats  and  rowing.  We  rowed  to  a  little 
ridge  of  rocks  at  the  end  of  which  was  a 
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small  cove — a  secret,  secluded  spot,  where 
there  was  a  tiny  space  of  soft  white  sand, 
on  which  it  was  our  custom  to  sit  after  tying 
up  our  little  boat.  We  were  talking  of  this 
wild,  untamed  girl,  when  we  heard  a  splash 
of  oars,  and  turning  round  saw  her  in  a 
boat,  rowing  as  if  for  dear  life,  evidently 
longing  to  tire  herself  out.  Then  she 
turned  suddenly,  and  made  for  our  hiding- 
place.  We  were  too  frightened  to  stop  and 
be  alone  with  her — to  go  out  we  must 
meet  her.  Hurriedly  we  flew  further  in  the 
cove,  and  climbing  up  got  out  of  sight, 
wondering  what  was  going  to  happen.  She 
paced  up  and  down  like  a  wild  beast  in  a 
cage,  then,  throwing  herself  full  length  on 
the  sands,  gave  way  to  a  piteous  fit  of 
sobbing,  sobs  that  seemed  to  tear  body  and 
soul  asunder ;  then  getting  into  the  boat  she 
rowed  out  in  the  gathering  darkness,  and 
was  soon  lost  to  view.  We  glided  from 
our  hiding-place,  and  undoing  our  dinghey 
rowed  back  to  our  lodgings.  Many  were 
the  stories  we  heard  of  her,  how  she  posi- 
tively refused  to  see  anyone,  saying  she 
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would  kill  anyone  who  dared  to  come  to 
her.  She  made  a  compact  with  the  old 
woman  who  had  first  taken  her  home,  to 
board  and  lodge  her.  She  refused  to  take 
any  money  from  the  Marquis  or  his  family. 
With  all  his  faults,  nay  sins,  he  passion- 
ately loved  his  fisher-wife,  and  shut  himself 
up  in  the  chateau,  waiting  till  she  came  to 
her  senses.  I,  in  the  meantime,  had  fallen 
from  the  rocks,  and  could  not  walk  nor 
stand.  I  used  to  love  to  be  rowed  to  the 
little  cove,  and  I  and  my  sister  spent  hours 
there.  One  day  I  was  all  alone  there, 
when  a  boat  appeared,  and  in  it,  making 
straight  for  the  cove,  was  the  girl.  It  was 
no  use  to  think  of  running  away,  for  I  could 
not.  She  came  in,  did  not  see  me,  and  taking 
a  small  picture  of  the  Madonna  out  of  her 
pocket,  she  put  it  on  a  ledge,  and  she,  the 
girl  who  was  called  an  atheist,  an  infidel,  a 
heretic  (for  she  never  went  to  church  or 
admitted  the  curt  to  her  presence)  knelt 
down,  uttering  passionate  prayers  for  death. 
How  vivid  and  heart-rending  were  her 
prayers  !  I  could  not  bear  it,  and  threw  a 
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pebble  at  her  to  attract  attention.  She 
started,  glared  at  me  like  a  wild  beast,  and 
then  said,  '  You  are  the  sick  English  girl ; 
let  me  talk  to  you.'  I  was  very  weak  and 
rather  helpless,  and  holding  out  both  my 
hands,  said,  c  Do  tell  me  all.' 

From  that  moment  a  strong  friendship 
grew  up  between  us.  She  loved  to  take  me 
in  her  strong  arms  and  carry  me  out  of  the 
boat  to  our  lodgings.  Unlearned,  ignorant 
as  she  was,  for  she  could  not  even  read  or 
write,  she  was  one  of  the  purest  women  I 
have  ever  met — one  of  the  greatest  ladies. 
She  was  only  sixteen,  quite  a  child,  with  no 
father,  no  mother.  She  had  met  her  hus- 
band in  her  native  village.  He  used  to 
spend  hours  diving,  fishing,  sailing,  rowing, 
in  the  sea  up  to  his  neck  and  shaking  the 
water  off  like  a  Newfoundland  dog.  How 
he  had  wooed  and  won  her — told  her  he 
was  a  simple  fisherman  also,  and  lived  by 
the  side  of  the  sea ;  that  he  would  take  her 
to  his  simple  home  and  they  would  fish 
together — live  and  ever  fish  together.  She 
had  no  ambition  beyond  that,  and  she  had 
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been  quietly  married  in  the  same  old  church 
where  her  father  and  mother  were  married, 
both  in  their  working  dress,  and  started  at 
once  for  his  home.  Exhausted  with  fatigue 
and  the  long  journey,  she  found  on  arriving 
that  all  was  a  lie — that  he  had  told  her 
lies  from  the  first ;  that  he  was  a  member 
of  that  race  she  had  been  brought  up  to 
loathe  and  detest,  an  aristocrat.  '  Am  I 
to  be  received  on  sufferance,'  she  proudly 
said ;  '  to  be  looked  at  askance ;  to  be  told 
to  do  this,  to  do  that ;  to  lose  my  freedom  ; 
to  be  made  love  to  as  I  am  told  the 
aristocrats  do  to  other  men's  wives ;  to 
see  my  children  taught  to  laugh  at  their 
plebeian  ancestors — not  to  let  out  their 
mother  was  a  peasant  ?  No,  I  want  to  die. 
Life  is  robbed  of  all  its  charms.' 

Day  by  day  we  met.  Oh,  how  ignorant 
she  was  !  She  had  never  heard  of  England, 
only  knew  we  were  not  French.  We  taught 
her  reading  and  writing.  We  loved  to  talk 
to  her,  to  listen  to  her  sad  songs.  How 
curious  those  old  French  naval  songs  are  ! 
They  are  fast  dying  out.  I  often  wonder  we 
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were  not  drowned,  as  she  rigged  up  a  sail  to 
our  dinghey,  and  we  three  used  to  sail  out 
far  and  far  away,  having  no  fears,  as  we  did 
not  know  our  dangers.  How  beautiful  she 
was  !  What  power  in  her  face,  and  yet  in 
spite  of  all  this,  she  did  still  passionately 
love  her  husband,  but  could  not  forgive  him 
for  having  so  deceived  her.  We  heard  of 
him  from  my  father,  who  used  to  come  and 
see  us,  and  always  went  up  to  dine  at  the 
chateau.  The  Marquis  never  mentioned 
his  wife,  and  strange  to  say  always  wore  the 
same  costume  he  arrived  in.  At  the  end  of 
three  months  we  had  to  return  home.  How 
she  hated  our  going,  and  said  she  would  do 
all  she  could  to  learn  to  write,  so  as  to  write 
to  us.  One  day  she  wrote ;  she  had  been 
very  ill,  nearly  died,  and  was  going  to  stop 
with  an  old  uncle  of  hers  who  had  a  tiny 
shop  at  St.  Malo,  and  we  must  come  to  see 
her  there.  For  a  long  time  my  father 
refused ;  but  we  begged  so  hard  that,  as  he 
was  going  to  St.  Malo  for  two  or  three  days 
on  official  business,  he  gave  in  and  said  we 
might  go. 
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She  met  us  at  the  station,  and  we  all  got 
into  the  diligence  and  went  to  her  uncle's.  It 
was  quite  the  most  amusing  visit  I  have 
ever  made.  It  was  such  a  tiny  shop,  lighted 
by  an  oil  lamp.  He  lived  quite  alone  and 
had  no  servant — did  all  the  work  himself. 
He  quite  understood  his  niece's  conduct, 
and  said  to  have  seen  her  an  aristocrat 
would  have  been  too  terrible.  He  was  up 
at  5  A.M.  dusting  the  house.  At  eight  he 
came  to  our  bedroom.  I  can  see  it  now, 
with  two  tiny  beds — so  comfortable,  right 
under  the  roof — two  chairs,  on  which  stood 
two  tiny  basins.  He  had  no  idea  who  we 
were,  and  never  asked — sufficient  he  was  our 
host.  He  never  dreamt  of  knocking  when 
he  came  to  our  bedroom  at  eight  with  two 
such  lovely  cups  of  hot  coffee,  black  bread 
(so  nasty !),  and  a  piece  of  soap,  which,  when 
we  had  done  with  it,  used  to  be  returned  to 
him.  Luckily  we  had  a  piece  of  our  own, 
which  we  had  not  used  so  far,  for  fear  of 
offending  him. 

All  the  morning  we  roamed  about  with 
Victoire,  who  was  obliged  now  to  put  on  shoes 
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and  stockings.  Then  came  the  principal  meal 
at  twelve,  our  host  carefully  taking  off  his  coat 
and  waistcoat  in  which  he  served  in  the  shop. 
Dejeuner  (as  they  called  it)  began  with  good 
soup,  with  every  sort  of  herb  in  it ;  then  the 
meat  from  which  the  soup  had  been  made — 
not  a  bit  of  goodness  left  in  it,  but  so 
daintily  dished  up,  such  lovely  vegetables 
all  round  it,  that  we  had  three  helpings,  to 
our  host's  great  delight — and  ending  up  with 
an  omelette  such  as  is  only  made  in  France, 
and  blackest  of  coffee.  Our  host  put  an 
enormous  quantity  of  brandy  in  his,  and  was 
terribly  disappointed  that  we  refused  such 
a  strong  beverage.  Nothing  would  induce 
him  to  smoke  in  our  presence,  though  we 
begged  and  implored  him  to.  After  dejeuner 
I  asked  him  to  let  me  sit  in  the  shop  with 
him.  Oh,  how  amusing  it  was !  How 
buyer  and  seller  fought  and  haggled  over 
all.  If  either  could  cheat  the  other  out  of 
a  sou,  what  triumph  of  diplomacy  ! 

In  the  evening  he  had  invited  two  ladies, 
as  he  called  them,  the  real  bourgeoisie  of 
France.  It  was  too  amusing,  the  way  they 
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called  each  other  Monsieur  and  Madame. 
They  were  all  what  we  should  call,  now, 
Socialists.  I  am  not  sure  if  that  name  was 
invented  then.  What  I  am  going  to  say 
may  seem  an  extraordinary  thing,  but  there 
is  an  aristocracy  among  these  Socialists. 
They  have  handed  their  doctrines  of  rapine 
and  murder  on  from  generation  to  genera- 
tion, and  woe  to  the  person,  male  or  female, 
who  infringes  or  breaks  through  that  rule. 
Their  hatred  of  the  aristocrats  is  fear- 
ful— not  merely  the  aristocracy  of  blood, 
but  anyone  who  is  above  them — the  rich, 
those  who  are  high  in  professions,  generals, 
admirals,  judges,  senators.  I  got  more  and 
more  interested  in  my  company ;  they  kept 
dropping  in  by  twos  and  threes — gendarmes, 
national  guard,  and  small  shopkeepers.  It 
was  most  curious,  most  interesting  to  listen 
to  them.  None  of  them  paid  any  attention 
to  me,  or  cared  who  or  what  I  was.  I  was 
a  stranger  under  their  friend's  roof :  they 
all  stood  before  me  on  coming  in  and  made 
a  low  bow.  I  returned  it  by  a  curtsey. 
Some  of  them  dated  their  wrongs  from  the 


ODDS  AND  ENDS  209 

first  Kevolution.  The  legends  and  stories 
they  had  of  the  old  nobility  of  France,  who 
did  indeed  grind  them  down  to  the  utmost 
farthing  to  extort  money  to  spend  in  de- 
bauchery and  riot  in  Paris !  Among  the 
greatest  grievances  were  the  colombiers 
they  all  had  outside  their  chateaux,  inhabited 
by  thousands  of  pigeons,  which  were  allowed 
to  fly  all  about  the  villages,  feeding  on  the 
fields  and  gardens  of  the  peasants,  and  woe 
to  the  ill-fated  peasant  who  attempted  to 
shoot  any  of  them  !  They  were  all  kept  for 
the  Count's  amusement.  How  they  gloated 
over  all  the  stories  of  the  sufferings  of  these 
nobles  !  How  they  loathed  the  priests,  the 
nuns — for  the  bourgeoisie  of  France  is 
atheistical  at  heart,  especially  the  men. 

Then  came  Napoleon.  They  hated  the 
Imperial  Buonapartists  more  thantheBour- 
bons.  It  was  the  aristocracy  of  wealth, 
the  nouveaux  riches,  more  insolent  even 
than  the  old  noblesse.  Taxes  and  taxes  and 
more  taxes — that  was  all  the  good  they 
did  to  Socialist  France.  That  race  must 
be  exterminated  also.  How  they  extolled 
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Charlotte  Corday,  the' Virgin  Martyr, 'as they 
called  her  amongst  themselves.  Then 
one  of  them,  a  sharp,  keen  little  man,  who, 
strange  to  say,  had  been  once  barber  to  my 
friend  Alexis  de  Tocqueville,  described 
the  celebrated  coup  d'dtat  of  the  Prince 
President,  as  he  was  then,  now  the  Emperor 
of  the  French  ;  how  he  had  deceived  France 
by  promising  Eepublican  doctrines  and 
Republican  government ;  how  he  had  got 
tired  of  this,  and  aimed  at  being  Caesar. 
*  Caesar  was  killed,'  said  a  bystander ; 
1  Shakespeare  tells  us  that.'  That  was  a 
curious  speech  in  such  a  party,  and,  as  I 
found  out,  none  of  them  knew  who  Shake- 
speare was,  or  of  what  nation.  But  Shake- 
speare had  been  translated  into  French  and 
much  read  by  the  small  shopocracy  of 
France.  My  friend  the  barber  took  up  his 
tale,  and  told  us  how  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  the  Corps  Legislatif  was  suddenly 
surrounded  by  the  President's  troops,  and  all 
of  those  who  were  against  the  President  be- 
coming Emperor,  all  the  members  of  that 
assembly,  were  arrested,  marched  off  to 
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prison  between  two  rows  of  soldiers,  and 
thrown  like  criminals  into  common  cells, 
and  kept  there  for  hours,  without  food,  or 
straw  to  lie  on,  not  knowing  their  fate,  till 
the  sycophants  who  were  left  in  the  as- 
sembly had  voted  all  the  Prince  President 
wanted. 

These  Socialists  called  the  imperial 
government  the  '  aristocracy  of  wealth,'  for 
then  came  imperial  France,  with  all  her 
luxury,  all  her  wealth, '  and  we,'  he  said,  '  we, 
the  real  inhabitants,  still  starve.'  It  was  all 
very  interesting ;  and  wonderfully  well  read 
were  they  all.  But  what  a  deadly  hatred 
there  was  to  all  that  was  prosperous.  Little 
do  the  aristocrats  of  birth  and  wealth 
know  how  they  are  loathed  and  detested  in 
France.  What  will  it  all  end  in — for  by 
their  statistics  that  formidable  body  of 
Socialists  increases  yearly  more  and  more  ? 
I  shall  never  forget  that  evening,  and  I  was 
told  that  every  evening  they  had  similar 
gatherings  at  each  other's  houses.  No  food 
was  offered,  no  drinks.  I  asked  Victoire 
why.  '  Because  there  can  be  no  jealousy 

p  2 
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that  one  person's  wine  or  food  is  better  than 
the  other's.'     A  jug  of  cold  water  was  all 
that  was  put  on  the  table.    They  all  went 
home  at  10,  singing  before  they  went  a  verse 
of  the  '  Marseillaise,'  standing  as  we  do  when 
we  sing  '  God  save  the  Queen.'    When  they 
had  all  gone  my  father  came  in  to  thank 
our  host  for  his  hospitality.     He   told  us 
that  the  next  day  there  was  to  be  a  grand 
function   on  the  little  island  just  outside 
St.  Malo,  where  the  great  Chateaubriand  is 
buried.    It  was  to  commemorate  either  his 
birth   or   death,   and   a    large    number    of 
officials  were  to  be  there.     My  father  had 
to  make  a  speech,  and  was  going  to  propose 
'  Chateaubriand  and  his  contemporaries.'   He 
gave  me  the  headings,  and  as  usual  I  had 
to  write  it  out  in  French,  as  I  always  wrote 
his  dispatches  and  speeches  for  him. 

My  host  came  to  my  rescue,  and  took  me 
to  the  small  library  of  the  H6tel  de  Ville. 
Victoire  came  with  me,  and  I  routed  out 
all  the  contemporaries,  English,  Germans, 
even  down  to  Spanish,  and  wrote  a  capital 
speech,  as  I  flattered  myself;  returned  to 
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the  hotel,  and  my  father  took  copious  notes ; 
and    all    was    ready    the   next   day.      He 
promised  to  take  me,  and  as  it  was  seldom 
I  figured  in  the  official  programme  I  was 
pleased,  and  told  Yictoire  all  about  it.     She 
implored  me   not  to  go— even   cried  and 
sobbed;  and  at  last  said  that  I  had  been 
honoured    by    being    admitted    into    their 
intimacy  (I  had  flattered  myself  the  honour 
was  on  my  side),  and  no  one  knew  I  was  an 
'  aristocrat,'  as  she  called  me ;  that  if  it  was 
known — as  it  must  be,  as  some  of  her  friends 
would  go  out  of  curiosity — I  should  be  called 
a  spy,  and  they  would  never  forgive  her  for 
associating  with  aristocrats,  as  many  still 
thought  she  had  married  her  husband  know- 
ing he  was  a  marquis ;  so  I  gave  up  going 
and  wrote   to  my  father.     But  as  I   was 
quite  determined  to  be  present,  I  donned 
my   Normandy   costume,   and    she   and  I 
mingled  with  the  crowd.     My  father  spoke 
well,  and  was  much  applauded.     Sometimes 
Victoire  nudged  me  and  said,  'C'est  toi, 
mon  amie,'  at  all  the  applause.     Some  old 
nobleman  followed  my  father,  and  compli- 
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mented  him  in  a  curious  sort  of  manner, 
telling  him  that  it  was  odd  that,  speak- 
ing French,  as  he  did,  with  such  a  strong 
English  accent,  his  language  was  perfect — not 
a  mistake — and  that  it  was  the  more  inter- 
esting owing  to  the  passages  he  had  quoted 
from  the  different  foreign  authors  living  in 
Chateaubriand's  time.  My  father  was  very 
pleased ;  came  home  and  told  me  all  about 
it,  little  thinking  I  had  heard  the  whole 
thing.  (Oh,  that  dear  little  Normandy  cos- 
tume, what  fun  it  gave  me  ! )  I  sent  the 
speech  on  to  Alexis  de  Tocqueville,  writing 
underneath  '  Composed  by  me.'  He  wrote 
me  a  charming  letter,  saying  the  speech  was 
perfect,  the  French  perfect,  the  intention 
perfect ;  it  had  only  one  fault,  and  that  was 
that  I  had  named  as  Chateaubriand's  con- 
temporaries, persons  who  had  died  half  a 
century  before  he  was  born.  Strange  to  say 
no  one  discovered  it,  though  my  father  often 
used  to  quote  parts  of  it  to  various  friends. 

It  was  most  amusing  to  hear  the  remarks 
of  the  crowd;  how  they  discussed  and 
laughed  at  all  the '  swells,'  as  we  call  them  in 
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England,  and  my  father's  beard  was  warmly 
commented  on,  some  declaring  it  was  dyed. 
He  was  a  very  handsome  old  man,  with  a 
long  snowy  beard,  of  which  he  was  very 
proud,  particularly  as  the  Queen  told  Lady 
Ely  it  was  the  most  beautiful  beard  she  had 
ever  seen.  The  Socialist  friends  of  Victoire 
were  much  upset,  as  her  mother-in-law  was 
on  the  platform,  most  beautifully  dressed, 
looking  as  if  nothing  could  ever  trouble  her. 
'  Ah,  my  friend,'  hissed  Victoire's  uncle,  'wait 
for  the  second  St.  Bartholomew,  and  where 
will  you  be  then  ?  '  I  asked  what  that  meant, 
and  it  appears  that  it  was  one  of  their  terms 
for  the  great  Socialist  rising  in  France,  of 
which  they  live  in  hopes. 

After  dinner  Victoire  took  me  to  the 
little  island  where  the  great  author  lies. 
She  was  returning  to  her  native  village  and 
we  home. 

On  arriving  home  we  found  an  urgent 
message  had  been  sent  to  my  father  to  come 
at  once  to  a  place  on  the  coast  about  sixteen 
miles  off.  A  heavy  storm  was  raging,  and  an 
English  brig  had  got  into  the  bay  and  must 
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drift  on  the  rocks,  and  the  wreckers  were 
ready  to  plunder  and  perhaps  murder.  The 
Seigneur  of  the  chateau  was  a  great  friend 
of  my  father's.  My  father  took  me,  as  I  was 
useful  to  him  to  explain  the  patois.  We 
did  not  get  there  till  eight.  It  was  a  bitter 
cold  winter  evening,  wind  blowing  a  hurri- 
cane, and  the  shore  crowded  with  people 
watching  the  doomed  ship  rushing  on  to  the 
rocks,  the  flag  of  Old  England,  the  Union 
Jack,  still  waving  at  the  mast.  The 
Seigneur  was  on  the  sands  also.  My  father 
expostulated  with  him,  imploring  him  to 
speak  to  his  people,  and  tell  them  to  be 
merciful.  *  I  dare  not,'  he  said ;  *  they  are  like 
wild  beasts.'  Suddenly  a  wild  cry ;  the 
doomed  ship  had  struck,  heeled  over,  and  in 
one  moment  the  hapless  crew  were  at  the 
mercy  of  the  waves,  more  merciful  than  the 
mob  who  were  thirsting  to  lay  hands  on 
spoil.  The  captain  of  the  ship  was  seen 
fighting  for  life.  Twice  he  might  have  been 
saved :  not  a  hand  was  lifted  to  help — all 
were  too  busy  to  seize  hold  of  the  passengers 
and  boxes  floating  about.  Suddenly  the 
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captain's  eyes  met  those  of  the  Seigneur. 
What  had  happened?  In  an  imperative 
tone  he  ordered  the  mob  to  rescue  all,  and 
at  the  peril  of  his  life  he  rushed  into  the  sea, 
and  dragged  the  half-drowned  man  ashore, 
telling  his  astonished  servants  to  take  him 
to  the  chateau  at  once,  give  him  food  and 
wine,  and  the  best  room  in  the  house.  Why 
this  sudden  change?  The  captain  had 
suddenly  made  the  sign  of  the  Freemason. 
The  Seigneur  also  was  one,  and  from  that 
moment  did  all  in  his  power  to  help  him 
and  his  crew.  All  the  sailors  were  taken  up 
to  the  house,  where  later  on  we  all  visited 
them  and  cheered  them  up.  The  captain 
in  gratitude  to  the  Seigneur  presented  him 
with  the  figure-head  of  the  ship,  an  enormous 
thing,  which  the  English  crew  with  the 
greatest  difficulty  dragged  up.  The  French 
villagers,  with  the  usual  versatility  of  their 
nation,  forgot  their  greed,  and  feasted  and 
mixed  with  the  shipwrecked  crew. 

The  Marquise  was  very  anxious  that 
Victoire  should  be  with  us,  and  my  father 
asked  her  to  come  to  the  house.  We  could 
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not  help  loving  her,  she  was  so  bright  and 
pleasant.  She  hired  a  small  boat,  and  on 
fine  days  she  and  I  lived  in  the  roadstead. 

One  day  the  Eussian  imperial  yacht, 
with  the  Grand  Duke  Constantine,  brother 
of  the  Emperor  Nicholas,  on  board,  came  to 
Cherbourg.  Victoire  longed  to  see  a  prince. 
She  had  heard  of  them  as  something  not 
quite  human  !  We  had  caught  a  lot  of  fish, 
and  she  proposed  we  should  row  alongside 
and  sell  it.  I,  always  only  too  ready  to  do 
odd  things,  agreed,  but  on  one  condition,  that 
I  remained  in  the  boat.  We  arrived,  and 
Victoire,  in  a  Breton  accent,  offered  her  fish, 
jumping  nimbly  on  the  deck.  I  at  once 
recognised  the  Grand  Duke  by  his  height 
and  stateliness,  and  the  deference  paid  to 
him  by  all  the  suite.  He  looked  bored,  but 
on  seeing  Victoire  was  evidently  struck  by 
her  appearance,  and  entered  into  conver- 
sation with  her.  Looking  over  the  side  he 
discovered  me,  and  began  talking  English 
that  we  should  not  understand.  One  of 
them  said;  '  What  a  lovely  girl  that  dark 
one  is  ;  but  what  a  cat,'  as  at  any  attempt 
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at  familiarity  she  turned  fiercely  on  them. 
Then  discovering  me,  he  said,  '  Here  is 
another  ;  she  looks  a  lady,  but  has  such  large 
hands  and  feet.  Ask  her  up  also.'  I  declined 
the  honour.  Just  before  we  pushed  our  boat 
away  a  wicked  spirit  came  over  me,  and 
turning  to  the  Grand  Duke  I  said,  '  Mon- 
seigneur,  are  you  going  to  the  ball  to-night  ?  ' 
(The  Admiral  was  giving  a  grand  ball  in 
his  honour.)  Surprised  he  replied,  '  Yes.' 
'  Then  will  you  dance  No.  5  with  me  ? ' 
The  Grand  Duke  burst  out  laughing,  and 
said, '  Certainly,  if  you  are  there,'  and,  laugh- 
ing still  more,  gave  me  his  glove,  saying, 
'  Give  me  that  at  the  ball  and  claim  your 
partner.' 

I  went  home  and  told  my  father  all.  I 
was  obliged  to,  as  I  was  so  furious  at  his 
remarks  about  my  hands  and  feet,  and  was 
determined  to  go,  as  public  report  said  he 
was  so  rude  to  ladies  at  these  balls  and 
never  danced  with  anyone.  My  father  was 
so  amused  that  he  promised  to  take  me. 
Some  friends  were  dining  with  us,  so  we 
were  a  large  party.  Like  true  Englishmen 
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and  men  of  the  world  they  were  all  dread- 
fully bored  at  going,  but  went  in  spite  of 
their  boredom.  I  told  them  I  intended  to 
dance  with  the  Grand  Duke,  and  was  much 
chaffed  about  it,  one  of  our  friends  betting 
a  dozen  pairs  of  gloves  I  shouldn't.  We  ar- 
rived before  the  Russians.  At  the  third  dance 
they  appeared.  The  Grand  Duke  towered 
high  above  everyone,  scarcely  noticing  the 
ladies  who  were  presented.  The  fifth  dance 
came  on.  I  asked  the  Admiral  to  take  me 
up,  and,  curtseying  low  before  him,  I  pulled 
out  his  glove  and  said,  '  Monseigneur,  c'est 
notre  dance,  nume'ro  5.'  He  started,  col- 
oured, looked  fiercely  at  me,  and  for  the  mo- 
ment was  quite  disconcerted.  Recovering 
himself,  he  offered  me  his  arm,  and  one  of 
the  most  amusing  valses  I  have  ever  had  I 
owed  to  him.  I  think  he  must  have  liked 
me,  for  he  invited  my  father  and  me  to  visit 
him  on  his  yacht  the  next  day,  and  a  de- 
lightful afternoon  we  spent.  There  is  no 
nation  so  high-bred  as  the  Russian.  I  won 
my  twelve  pairs  of  gloves.  But  after  that  I 
was  bound  over  never  to  go  with  Victoire 
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and  sell  fish  again.  I  met  the  Grand  Duke 
once  again  at  a  large  party  in  Paris  given 
by  the  Kussian  ambassador,  but  he  did  not 
recognise  me,  and  I  could  not  again  ask  him 
to  dance  ! 

But  I  must  finish  Victoire's  history. 
She  and  her  husband  met  again  under  our 
roof,  and  after  a  mutual  reconciliation  they 
went  off  to  America,  and  I  quite  lost  sight  of 
her.  I  often  wonder  if  she  is  alive  or  dead. 

A  rather  amusing  incident  happened  to 
me  at  the  French  Custom  House  one  day. 
We  were  going  to  Paris,  and  Lady  Cowley 
wrote  to  ask  me  to  bring  over  some  peculiar 
shade  of  yellow  in  Scotch  stuff,  that  the 
Empress  had  much  admired  and  wanted  to 
get.  We  matched  the  shade,  and  the  dress 
was  brought  over,  and  my  maid  put  it  care- 
fully on  the  top  of  the  box,  with  a  Highland 
suit  I  had  got  for  Lady  Cowley,  who  wished 
to  give  it  to  the  Prince  Imperial.  The 
Custom  House  officials  insisted  on  opening 
the  packet,  and  I  asked  them  not  to  do  it, 
saying  it  was  for  the  Empress.  They  all 
roared  at  this,  and  taking  up  another  dress 
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insolently  said,  *  This  is  for  the  Empress  of 
Kussia,  and  this  for  the  Empress  of  China.' 
They  then  opened  the  parcel  containing  the 
Highland  suit  and  jeeringly  said,  '  This  is 
for  the  little  Prince,  I  suppose.'  '  That  is 
exactly  the  person  for  whom  it  is  intended,' 
I  furiously  replied.  Oh  !  how  insolent  they 
were.  I  and  my  maid  were  alone.  They 
asked  an  exorbitant  sum  for  duty,  and  I 
left  it  there,  saying  the  Empress  would  send 
for  it.  I  stopped  at  the  English  Embassy 
and  told  Lady  Cowley  the  fate  of  her  parcels. 
One  of  the  officials  was  sent  to  fetch  them. 
An  inquiry  into  the  whole  affair  was  made, 
and  the  men  severely  reprimanded.  It 
was  told  to  the  Emperor,  who  sent  word  to  the 
quaking,  shivering  official  that  he  had  done  his 
duty  in  examining  the  trunks,  but  ought  to 
have  taken  my  word.  Lady  Cowley  begged 
the  man  off ;  and  the  on  dits  were  that  for 
a  long  time  English  boxes  were  scarcely 
examined. 

The  Duo  de  Malakoff  gave  a  juvenile 
party  and  asked  me  to  help  him  ;  and  the 
little  Prince  was  there,  dressed  in  his  Scotch 
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costume.  With  his  nice  childish  manners 
he  came  up  to  me,  and  holding  out  a  tiny 
hand  said,  '  Thank  you  for  my  charming  cos- 
tume.' He  was  such  a  pretty  boy,  with 
all  the  manners  and  bearing  of  a  prince. 

We  spent  a  long  time  that  summer  at 
St.  Malo.  It  was  in  my  father's  consulate, 
and  he  had  business  connected  with  the 
oyster-fishing.  He  took  a  small  house  at 
Guernsey,  and  Alexis  de  Tocqueville  gave 
us  a  letter  of  introduction  to  Victor  Hugo. 
He  was  a  most  delightful  companion,  and 
every  evening  we  went  to  his  house.  I 
never  heard  anyone  speak  such  beautiful 
French.  There  was  a  repose  about  it ;  it 
lulled  and  soothed  one.  Often  I  said,  '  Go 
on  talking;  I  could  listen  for  ever.'  It 
pleased  and  flattered  him.  He  took  great 
pains  with  my  French,  always  correcting 
me  if  it  was  not  right.  I  always  had  a 
wonderful  memory,  and  he  used  to  make  me 
repeat  to  him  Macaulay's  '  Lays  of  Ancient 
Borne,'  which  he  loved.  Theology  we  dis- 
cussed by  the  hour.  I  never  could  make 
out  whether  he  followed  the  tenets  of  the 
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Eoman  Church,  or  whether  he  belonged  to 
the  modern  French  atheistical  school.  He 
used  to  say  I  had  no  religion,  no  faith ;  and 
I  think  he  was  right,  but  he  declared  I  should 
die  a  Catholic.  He  had  the  greatest  ad- 
miration for  English  girls ;  said  they  were 
so  pure,  so  innocent,  so  well  read,  and  were 
like  Una  and  the  lion,  going  through  the 
world  unscathed  and  unharmed.  Looking 
back  to  those  early  days  I  candidly  think 
the  girl  of  that  time  was  much  nicer  than 
the  girl  of  the  present  day.  French  novels, 
newspapers,  modern  novels — all  were  for- 
bidden fruit.  Girls  knew  nothing  of  the 
vices  and  sins  of  the  day :  they  did  not 
smoke  cigarettes,  read  every  sort  of  perio- 
dical, novel,  and  newspaper,  openly  dis- 
cuss the  loves  of  actors  and  actresses,  as 
present  day  girls  do — in  fact,  getting  far 
more  knowledge  of  this  sort  than  we  did,  with- 
out the  fun,  the  real  fun,  the  merriment  we 
girls  had.  History  will  judge  which  is  the 
nicer  girl,  and  which  made  the  better  wife, 
the  better  mother. 

Octave   Feuillet   came,   and  these   two 
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used  to  make  me  read  Walter  Scott, 
Dickens,  Thackeray  to  them.  How  happy 
and  peaceful  were  those  times  ! 

Prince  Napoleon  came  in  his  yacht, 
having  just  returned  from  the  Arctic  regions. 
My  father  went  oS  to  write  his  name  down 
in  the  visiting  book.  We  girls  used  to  say 
my  father  loved  this  sort  of  thing,  and  to 
be  saluted  on  leaving.  I  hated  the  guns ; 
they  always  frightened  me.  The  Prince 
was  extra  civil  that  day,  and  asked  my 
father  to  lunch  the  next  day,  and  seeing 
me  in  the  boat  said,  *  Bring  Mademoi- 
selle also.'  It  was  the  only  time  I  was 
ever  really  in  Plon-Plon's  society.  He 
fascinated  me,  so  to  say,  by  his  wonderful 
likeness  to  the  first  Napoleon.  His  face 
was  quite  beautiful,  especially  the  profile. 
But  the  eyes  had  a  shifty  look  in  them. 
He  was  full  of  the  Arctic  regions,  and  much 
interested  as  I  told  him  the  widow  of  Sir 
John  Franklin  had  been  stopping  with  us. 
He  asked  a  lot  of  questions,  which  luckily 
for  me  he  did  not  give  me  time  to  answer,  as 
he  rushed  off  from  one  question  to  another. 
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He  was  wonderfully  curious,  asking  my  age, 
how  many  sisters  I  had,  etc.  He  seemed 
to  know  all  about  everything,  and  indeed 
impressed  me  as  being  an  able  man,  but  not 
one  who  had  the  power  of  leading.  Victor 
Hugo  told  me  people  were  afraid  of  him — 
no  one  loved  him,  they  all  feared  him. 
He  sent  us  back  in  his  own  boat,  and  my 
father  dined  with  him  the  next  day. 

Years  and  years  after,  I  was  spending  a 
short  time  in  Paris,  having  lost  sight  of 
many  of  my  friends  (one  does  so  drift  away 
from  old  friends),  but  I  still  had  tender 
memories  of  them,  and,  hearing  that  M.  de 
Corcelle  was  still  alive,  went  to  see  him.  I 
think  he  was  then  ninety,  quite  confined  to 
one  room,  and  very  hazy  as  to  certain  events. 
But  on  the  subject  of  religion  and  Italian 
politics,  that  is  to  say,  Papal  politics,  he  was 
like  an  old  war-horse.  He  was  quite  blind. 
Together  we  talked  of  the  '  auld  lang  syne ' 
— the  many  who  had  gone  before.  Suddenly 
turning  round  and  taking  my  hand,  he  said, 
1  Are  not  you  a  Catholic  ?  Why  have  you 
not  joined  us  ?  Why  should  we  not  all  be 
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a  glorious  company  in  Paradise  ?  '  I  said, 
'  Alas  !  I  am  behind  the  scenes.  I  know  too 
much.'  I  then  briefly  related  to  him  an 
anecdote  of  bigotry  and  harshness  shown 
by  an  English  Roman  Catholic  priest  to  a 
member  of  my  family  years  ago,  which 
had  effectually  prevented  my  ever  joining  the 
Roman  Church.  But  he  lost  the  drift  of  my 
talk,  and  fancied  himself  once  more  in  the 
halls  of  the  Vatican,  and  feebly  told  stories 
of  his  interview  with  the  Holy  Father. 
The  sick-nurse  at  his  side,  who  was  a  Sister, 
was  incessantly  telling  her  beads  ;  the  bells 
of  Notre  Dame  we  heard  pealing  in  the  far 
distance ;  the  cries  in  the  streets  went  on. 
The  grand  old  man  suddenly  roused  himself, 
1  In  France  this  would  never  have  happened. 
Your  English  priest  was  too  hasty.'  Then, 
folding  his  hands  reverently,  he  repeated 
softly  the  '  Nunc  Dimittis' — it  was  his  usual 
evening  prayer.  Yes,  he  was  ready  to  go — to 
depart.  He  had  fought  the  good  fight,  and 
some  day  he  and  I  shall  understand  it  all. 
He  had  so  longed  for  my  conversion.  But 
as  I  told  him,  I  was  behind  the  scenes. 


228      FOREIGN   COURTS  AND  FOREIGN  HOMES 


CHAPTEE  XIII 

MY  SISTER'S  VISIT  TO  FBOHSDORF 

I  HAD  to  return  to  my  home  at  Cherbourg 
from  my  tour  with  the  Tocquevilles.  Great 
fetes  were  to  be  held  there,  as  the  Queen 
and  Emperor  and  Empress  were  to  come  in 
state  to  open  a  new  dock  at  Cherbourg.  I 
did  not  care  for  those  fetes :  it  was  all  so 
noisy — guns  booming  all  day,  people  cheer- 
ing, or  told  to  cheer,  for  it  was  the  custom 
of  the  paid  flatterers  of  the  Imperial  court 
to  mix  amongst  the  crowd,  distributing 
sous,  and  urging  the  people  to  cheer;  as 
the  Normans  have  one  great  fault,  and  that 
is  greed  and  love  of  money,  they  cheered 
long  and  lustily  whenever  the  Imperial  pair 
were  seen. 

I,  girl  as  I  was,  was  much  struck  by  the 
Emperor's  appearance,  and  could  not  believe 
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that  this  smart-looking  man  was  the  same 
quiet,  common-looking  man  I  had  seen  and 
talked  to  in  Lord  Malmesbury's  rooms.  He 
was  holding  a  review,  and  rode  especially 
well,  more  like  an  Englishman  than  a 
Frenchman ;  and  when  on  horseback  one 
did  not  notice  how  small  he  was. 

The  town  gave  a  magnificent  ball  in 
their  honour,  and,  with  the  wonderful 
memory  he  had  for  faces,  he  recognised  me 
and  my  sister,  and  sending  up  his  aide-de- 
camp desiring  us  to  be  presented  to  him. 
He  seemed  bright  and  cheerful,  pleased  with 
everything  and  everybody,  and  he  was  par- 
ticularly civil  to  Lord  Cowley,  who  had 
come  expressly  from  Paris  to  do  him  honour. 
The  Emperor  asked  if  we  had  plenty  of 
partners,  and  aside  to  me  he  said,  '  Give 
them  the  same  gift  of  "  gab  "  you  did  me, 
and  partners  will  never  fail  you.'  I  coloured 
scarlet,  but  he  looked  so  amused,  and  spoke 
so  low  that  no  one  heard  it  but  myself. 
Turning  to  the  Due  de  Malakofi  he  said, 
'  Tell  your  aide-de-camp  to  find  partners  for 
Mademoiselle.'  His  Majesty  recognised  my 
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sister,  who  had  just  returned  from  Frohsdorf, 
and  picked  her  out  to  dance  in  the  Imperial 
quadrille. 

Upon  Lord  Cowley  presenting  my  father 
to  him  he  said,  c  I  am  sure  I  have  seen  your 
face  before,  it  seems  so  familiar  to  me.'  My 
father  bowing  low  replied,  '  The  first  and 
only  time  I  have  seen  your  Majesty,  before 
coming  to  France,  was  the  year  of  the  great 
Chartist  riots  in  England,  where  many 
were  sworn  in  as  special  constables,  and  you 
and  I,  Sire,  had  the  same  beat  in  St.  James's 
Street.'  The  Emperor  recollected  it  at  once, 
and  said  with  a  bright  smile,  '  Yes,  I  re- 
member ;  and  what  a  good  dinner  you  gave 
me  afterwards  at  the  Carlton  Club.  When 
you  come  to  Paris  you  must  come  and  see 
me.' 

The  next  day  there  was  a  grand  dinner 
on  board  La  Bretagne,  the  French  flag- 
ship, and  we  were  asked  to  it  by  the  wish  of 
the  Emperor.  He  admired  my  sister  enor- 
mously, and  told  Lord  Cowley  he  liked  to 
look  at  her.  The  Empress  did  not  recognise 
us  that  night,  she  was  so  occupied  doing  the 
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honours  to  the  many  officers,  French  and 
English,  that  surrounded  her.  Everyone 
was  charmed  with  her,  she  was  so  full  of 
tact  and  must  have  been  so  bored  ;  for  they 
were  almost  all  strangers  to  her  and  it  was 
her  first  visit  to  Normandy,  so  all  was 
fresh  to  her.  We  had  seen  nothing  of  our 
own  Queen.  All  day  she  was  busy  carry- 
ing out  the  role  assigned  to  her.  Her 
Majesty  had  visited  the  dockyard,  seen  the 
new  dock  opened,  lunched  on  board  La 
Bretagne,  and  had  gone  back,  having  had 
quite  enough  of  Cherbourg  and  Imperial 
pomp. 

What  a  grand  feast  that  was  on  board 
La  Bretagne  !  We  followed  the  state  barge 
of  the  Emperor.  Lord  and  Lady  Cowley, 
the  Due  de  Malakoff  and  other  great 
people  were  in  ours.  I  sat  next  to  my 
old  friend,  the  Due  de  Malakoff.  He  was 
no  real  favourite  among  the  Imperial 
courtiers.  He  scorned  flattery,  hated  a 
lie,  and  told  these  toadies  several  home 
truths.  Bough  and  coarse  as  he  was,  he 
truly  loved  the  Emperor,  and  thought  there 
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was  no  army  that  could  come  up  to  the 
French  army.  He  knew  nothing  of  England 
or  the  English,  but  got  to  know  them  better 
in  later  years,  as  for  several  years  he  was 
ambassador  at  St.  James's.  He  was  busy 
talking  to  me  as  our  barge  drew  up  along- 
side the  flag-ship.  Not  being  at  home  in  a 
boat,  he  carelessly  let  his  hand  rest  on  the 
side  of  the  boat  as  it  drew  up  alongside,  and 
it  was  crushed  between  it  and  the  ship. 
Perfect  agony  it  was.  I  thought  his  fingers 
were  crushed  to  pieces.  Lady  Cowley,  who 
was  opposite,  seeing  what  had  happened, 
plunged  her  handkerchief  in  the  sea,  and  we 
hastily  bound  his  hand  up.  The  pain  must 
have  been  awful.  He  leant  heavily  on  me 
as  he  got  up  and  walked  up  the  gangway. 
He  took  off  his  hat  to  the  French  admiral 
who  received  him,  bowed  low  and  respect- 
fully to  the  Emperor  and  Empress,  who 
were  having  the  guests  presented  to  them 
on  the  quarter-deck ;  then  he  joined  Lady 
Cowley  and  me,  and  came  out  with  one  of 
the  most  awful  French  oaths,  such  as  only 
French  soldiers  know,  sat  down  in  a  chair, 
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and  I  saw  tears,  hot  tears,  gather  in  his 
eyes.  Knowing  he  would  die  rather  than 
own  to  such  a  weakness,  I  offered  him  my 
handkerchief,  saying,  '  Marechal,  you  have 
a  bad  cold.'  He  seized  my  hand  and  in 
a  husky  whisper  said,  '  Child,  you  have 
witnessed  an  unheard-of  sight :  you  have 
seen  a  Marechal  of  France  shed  tears  ! '  It 
was  so  French,  this  speech — only  a  French- 
man would  have  said  it. 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  evening.  The 
combined  fleets  of  France  and  England 
were  there,  and  vied  with  each  other  in 
illuminations  and  fireworks.  Cannon  were 
roaring  half  the  night  as  the  different  chiefs, 
admirals  and  generals,  left  La  Bretagne. 
It  was  the  first  time  salutes  had  ever  been 
fired  at  night,  and  the  effect  was  inexpres- 
sibly grand,  great  flashes  of  light  lighting 
up  the  intense  darkness.  All  Cherbourg  was 
saluting  and  welcoming  the  royal  flags,  the 
Union  Jack  and  Tricolour,  waving  side  by 
side.  Everybody  was  happy  except  the  poor 
Due,  who  suffered  intensely. 

The  next  day  was  the  unveiling  of  an 
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equestrian  statue  that  the  Emperor  was  to 
inaugurate.  The  great  Napoleon  had 
created  the  idea  of  forming  Cherbourg  into 
a  great  marine  fortress.  The  third  Napoleon 
had  carried  out  and  finished  the  idea. 
Many  were  the  reports  of  the  wonderful 
likeness  the  statue  had  to  the  first  Napoleon, 
shrouded  now  in  a  thick  curtain  that  the 
hand  of  the  Emperor  was  to  unveil. 

It  was  a  brilliant  morning.  Such  a  crowd 
Cherbourg  had  never  before  witnessed. 
The  Emperor,  surrounded  by  his  staff,  rode 
on  to  the  spot.  Close  to  the  statue  stood 
the  sculptor,  triumphant,  already  fancying 
he  was  wearing  the  object  of  his  ambition, 
the  Grand  Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honour. 
The  band  struck  up  '  Partant  pour  la  Syrie,' 
the  Buonapartes'  national  air,  the  string 
was  pulled  by  the  smiling  Emperor,  and  the 
statue  appeared.  The  horse  was  a  fine 
piece  of  sculpture ;  the  face  of  its  rider  like 
the  first  Napoleon,  in  the  well-known  cocked 
hat  and  military  cloak,  with  an  arm  out- 
stretched as  if  pointing  and  menacing 
England.  But  the  figure !  Could  not  the 
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artist  see  it?  Was  he  blind?  The  back 
was  round  and  bent,  almost  deformed.  It 
was  a  grotesque  likeness  of  the  great  Em- 
peror. '  Le  bossu,'  some  people  called  the 
statue.  Never  shall  I  forget  the  look  of  rage 
that  flashed  across  the  Emperor's  face. 
Not  one  word  did  he  say  to  the  unfortunate 
sculptor ;  he  almost  turned  his  back  on  him, 
and  rode  slowly  and  sullenly  away.  The 
cross  of  the  coveted  order  was  hastily  put 
aside,  and  hisses  came  from  English  sailors 
in  the  crowd,  who  looked  upon  the  figure  with 
his  outstretched  arm  and  hand  as  a  distinct 
menace  to  England.  Afterwards  we  heard 
the  figure  was  to  be  remoulded,  recast ;  but 
it  was  never  done,  and  remains  still  in  the 
principal  square  of  Cherbourg. 

We  saw  no  more  of  the  Emperor.  My 
father  was  to  dine  on  board  one  of  the 
French  ships.  My  sister  and  I  went  to  a 
very  different  scene  that  night,  for  it  was 
the  night  when  our  poor  old  friend  Jean 
the  Breton  died.  Not  all  the  emperors  in 
the  world  would  have  made  us  leave  him 
then.  The  Imperial  pair  sailed  that  night, 
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and  I  never  again  came  in  contact  with  the 
Emperor. 

Some  time  after,  hearing  from  Lady 
Cowley  that  I  was  engaged  to  be  married,  the 
Emperor  sent  me  a  silver  cup,  accompanied 
by  a  note,  written  by  his  secretary,  in  which 
he  wrote  that  he  thought  I  should  not  like 
the  initials  G.  G.,  '  Gift  of  Gab,'  so  he  had 
had  his  own  engraved  upon  it,  which  con- 
sisted of  the  Imperial  crown  and  L.  N. 
under  it.  I  only  mention  this  incident  to 
show  that,  with  all  his  cares  and  sorrow, 
the  Emperor  still  had  time  to  think  and 
be  kind  to  a  humble  individual  like  my- 
self. 

My  sister  had  spent  a  happy  six  weeks  at 

Frohsdorf.     Her  friend  Madame  de  M 

tried  to  make  an  annual  visit  to  the  French 
Court,  as  she  called  it,  but  found  it  im- 
possible that  year  to  stop  more  than  a  week. 
However, '  L'homme  propose  ;  Dieu  dispose.' 
While  at  Frohsdorf  her  daughter,  who  was 
my  sister's  great  friend,  fell  ill,  and  the  illness 
was  pronounced  to  be  typhoid.  Nothing 
could  induce  my  sister  to  leave  her. 
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They  had  a  happy  time  before  this  sad  ill- 
ness. Anna,  as  she  was  called,  was  god- 
daughter of  the  Comtesse  de  Chambord. 
Many  were  the  castles  in  the  air  the  two 
girls  built,  of  when  the  King  should  return 
to  France,  and  it  would  be  Eoyal  and 
Catholic  France  again.  My  sister  was  not 
then  a  declared  Catholic,  but  was  allowed 
to  go  to  daily  Mass  with  her  friends  in  the 
private  chapel.  The  first  time  she  saw  the 
King  (as  she  called  him)  she  was  much 
struck  at  his  ungainly  appearance  and 
heavy  unintellectual  face  of  the  true 
Bourbon  type.  But  when  he  was  on  his 
knees  praying,  she  told  me,  a  wonderful 
change  came  over  him  :  his  face  lighted  up, 
and  it  seemed  as  if  his  whole  soul  was 
wrapped  up  in  prayer. 

For  a  week  she  was  not  asked  to  the  Court. 
It  was  not  etiquette  for  Madame  de  M — 
(though  she  was  on  most  intimate  terms 
with  Henri  V.)  to  ask  if  she  might  bring  her 
to  the  little  receptions  he  so  constantly  held 
after  dinner.  Accidentally,  though,  my 
sister  was  thrown  in  the  King's  way.  She 
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had  access  to  the  chapel  when  she  liked,  and 
was  in  the  habit  of  going  there  to  meditate 
and  read  the  books  Montalembert  was  con- 
stantly sending  her.  One  day  she  had  gone 
up  to  the  royal  pew  to  fetch  a  prayer-book 
Madame  de  M—  had  left  there,  and 
had  asked  her  to  bring  her,  when  to  her 
fright  she  found  the  King  in  the  pew.  She 
hastily  retreated,  when  he  signed  to  her  to 
follow  him,  and  in  getting  out  in  the  fresh 
air  he  turned  and  asked  who  she  was 
and  where  she  came  from,  adding  he  often 
noticed  her  in  the  chapel.  On  her  saying  she 

was  stopping  with   Madame  de  M he 

quickly  said, '  Though  English,  of  course  you 
are  a  Catholic.'  She  said  a  thrill  of  horror 
seemed  to  go  through  him  on  hearing  she 
was  still  a  heretic,  and  was  turning  on  his 
heel  as  if  he  was  going.  Her  courage 
returned  and  she  answered  him,  •  My 
greatest  friends  are  Monseigneur  Dupanloup 
and  Monsieur  de  Montalembert,  and  Home, 
Sire,  was  not  built  in  a  day.'  The  King 
understood  her  meaning,  courteously  took 
off  his  hat,  and  said,  '  I  hope  to  see  you  at 
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our  reception  to-night.'  My  sister  was  wild 
with  delight  and  pride ;  the  wish  of  her 
heart  was  accomplished.  She  had  spoken  to 
him,  and  been  graciously  spoken  to  also  by 
the  King.  Bushing  home,  she  told  all  to 

Madame  de  M .     Great  was  the  delight 

of  the  two  girls.  Strange  to  say,  even  Anna 
had  not  been  invited.  How  they  turned 
over  their  little  bits  of  finery ;  how  generous 
and  unselfish  the  French  girl  was  !  She 
had  the  greatest  admiration  for  my  sister, 
and  was  more  full  of  making  her  look  nice 
than  in  dressing  herself.  I  was  told  long 
after  that  my  sister  looked  lovely  that  night 

as  she  followed  Madame  de  M dressed 

all  in  white.  They  all  stood  in  a  row  round 
the  room  ;  the  King  spoke  to  whom  he  chose. 

Long  did  he  talk  to   Madame  de  M , 

and  then  said,  '  Present  your  friend  to  me ; 
we  have  already  made  acquaintance  in  the 
chapel.'  I  think  he  expected  some  high- 
sounding  name  to  come  out,  and  was  more 

than  surprised  when  Madame  de  M said, 

'  Miss  H .'    My  sister  told  me  she  knew 

she  was  the  only  commoner  in  the  room  ;  all 
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the  others  were  either  of  Austrian  or  French 
nobility.  Again  the  King  asked  her  name ; 
again  it  was  repeated.  Then  turning  to 
her  he  said,  '  May  I  have  the  honour  of 
presenting  to  you  a  great  friend  of  mine  ?  ' 
and  he  beckoned  from  the  crowd  of  gentle- 
men a  tall  aristocratic-looking  priest,  who 
devoted  himself  to  my  sister  the  rest  of 
the  evening. 

The  Comtesse  de  Chambord  seemed 
interested  in  nothing,  and  sat  with  a  tired, 
bored  expression  all  the  evening.  She  was 
one  of  the  plainest  women  in  Europe,  her 
face  being  fearfully  scarred  and  marked 
through  an  accident  at  her  birth ;  but  in 
spite  of  it  all,  and  her  bad  taste  in  dress, 
one  saw  at  once  she  was  of  royal  blood, 
for  she  carried  herself  with  wonderful  grace 
and  dignity.  But  she  was  not  the  wife  for 
an  aspirant  to  the  crown,  and  there  was 
nothing  about  her  to  inspire  enthusiasm. 
She  was  respected,  even  feared  by  some ; 
but  no  one  loved  her,  and  at  her  husband's 
death  no  one  troubled  their  heads  much 
about  her.  When  the  papers  announced 
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his  death,  few  in  Europe  realised  that  he 
was  the  rightful  King,  and  that  but  for  her 
husband's  bigotry  and  love  of  ease,  she 
might  have  been  Queen  Consort  of  France. 
Neither  she  nor  Henri  V.  had  the  ambition 
to  reign ;  it  seemed  as  if  all  the  cares  and 
sorrows  of  that  ill-fated  race  of  kings  had 
fallen  on  their  heads.  To  them  an  earthly 
crown  was  indifferent ;  they  had  no  children, 
no  heirs  to  hand  it  on  to.  Their  lives 
were  so  saintly,  so  pure,  so  full  of  devotion 
that  one  feels  that  in  losing  the  earthly 
crown  they  gained  the  heavenly  one.  Dur- 
ing their  long  exile  from  the  country  they 
so  loved  they  amply  atoned  for  the  sins 
and  crimes  of  the  many  Bourbon  kings, 
who  brought  on  themselves  the  Kevolu- 
tion,  and  on  Louis  XVI.  his  execution  and 
the  ruin  of  his  family.  Even  my  sister 
(strong  Legitimist  as  she  was)  was  dis- 
appointed in  Henri  V.  She  often  saw  him, 

so  often  that  when  the   de  M s  were 

invited  to  the  Court  she  went  too  as  a 
matter  of  course.  One  evening  he  spent  a 

long  time  at  the  de  M s's  house.    He 

B 
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begged  them  to  explain  why  my  sister,  who 
(as  he  courteously  expressed  it)  was  so  dis- 
tingudey  was  only  Miss,  like  any  roturier's 
daughter,  or  as  he  further  said,  *  comme 
la  fille  d'un  marchand  de  tabac.'  She  was 
called  up,  and  courteously  greeting  her  he 
said,  '  The  English  aristocracy  is  the 
greatest  puzzle  to  me.  They  have  some 
of  them  a  dozen  surnames,  and  I  am  told 
the  old  county  families  look  down  on  the 
new-made  noblesse.  Pray  explain  it  to 
me.'  My  sister,  who  was  very  proud  of  her 
Saxon  descent,  explained  to  Henri  V.  how 
the  English  county  gentleman  is  often  of 
far  more  ancient  lineage  than  the  modern 
noblesse,  many  of  whom  have  made  their 
money  in  trade.  She  concluded  by  modestly 
saying  that  our  family  was  one  of  the 
oldest  in  the  eastern  counties,  that  we 
could  trace  our  descent  from  Doomsday 
Book.  Henri  V.  had  never  heard  of  Dooms- 
day Book — he  was  so  strangely  ignorant  of 
English  history — and  she  promised  to  get  a 
copy  of  Doomsday  Book  to  show  him,  which 
she  did.  The  late  Duke  of  Newcastle 
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lent  her  the  beautiful  edition  which  is 
still  at  Clumber,  and  which  she  brought 
to  the  King,  who  took  the  greatest  in- 
terest in  it.  He  told  her  of  his  one  visit  to 
England,  when  he  held  a  miniature  Court 
at  a  house  in  Belgrave  Square,  till  Lord 
Palmerston  requested  him  to  leave,  as  it 
was  causing  much  bad  feeling  with  our 
French  neighbours. 

This  peaceful  time  drew  to  a  close,  as 

Anna  de  M was  slowly  recovering,  and 

the  doctors  strongly  advised  her  being  moved 
by  slow  stages  to  her  own  home.  The  last 
evening  came.  There  was  to  be  a  reception 
at  Henri  V.'s  (the  Comte  de  Chambord), 
but  the  Comtesse  de  Chambord  was  sud- 
denly seized  with  an  attaque  de  nerfs, 
which  she  was  much  subject  to,  and  the 
Eoyal  apartments  were  closed  that  night. 
My  sister  was  very  disappointed.  She  was 
sitting  with  her  sick  friend  and  helping  her 

to  pack  her  desk,  when  Madame  de  M 

came  in,  gave  my  sister  a  small  parcel, 
saying,  '  I  have  had  a  farewell  private 
audience  of  the  King,  and  he  sends  you 

B2 
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this  as  a  token  of  friendship.'  She  opened 
it,  and  out  fell  a  small  piece  of  jewelry, 
really  not  worth  much  as  to  money,  but 
highly  prized  by  those  who  had  it.  My 
sister  wore  it  to  the  day  of  her  death.  It 
was  only  given  by  the  Bang  to  very  few,  and 
was  looked  upon  as  a  high  mark  of  favour. 
It  was  a  brooch  shaped  as  a  long  cross,  in 
silver,  having  at  each  point  a  fleur-de-lys, 
and  a  blood-red  heart,  the  SacrS  Cwur, 
in  the  centre  of  it.  The  inscription  In 
hoc  signo  vinces  is  engraved  on  it.  It 
was  strange  that  an  English  girl,  and  only 
an  English  Miss,  should  have  been  singled 
out  for  this  wonderful  mark  of  favour.  So  I 
now  possess  gifts  from  Henri  V.  and  the  late 
Emperor  Napoleon — it  came  to  me  at  my 
sister's  death,  and  it  is  one  of  my  greatest 
treasures.  I  seldom  wear  it,  as  I  am  afraid 
of  losing  it.  My  sister  returned  with  her 
friends  to  France,  and  remained  with  them 
till  poor  little  Anna's  death,  which  resulted 
from  the  after-effects  of  typhoid. 


CHAPTEE  XIV 

VISIT   TO   BRITTANY 

MY  great  friends,  the  de  Tocquevilles,  had 
gone  to  America.  He  was  full  of  a  great 
work  he  was  writing  on  American  politics. 
A  sea- voyage  was  considered  good  for  him. 
He  remained  out  there  a  long  time,  and 
sadly  did  I  miss  my  constant  visits  to  Toc- 
queville.  But  my  '  Breton  boys  '  were  the 

comfort  of  my  life.     The  Marquise  de  L 

(their  mother)  was  ordered  sea-bathing.  We 
invited  her  and  her  two  boys  to  stay  with 
us.  They  remained  a  month.  Afterwards 
they  took  a  small  appartement  in  the  town ; 
so  we  met  daily.  She  was  a  wonderfully 
accomplished  woman ;  played  and  sang 
beautifully,  and  loved  to  hear  me  read 
English  to  her.  What  a  bond  there  was 
between  us  !  We  seldom  discussed  politics, 


246      FOREIGN  COURTS  AND  FOREIGN  HOMES 

on  which  we  had  not  an  idea  in  common. 
She  always  insisted  upon  us  calling  her 
*  ma  tante,'  the  Breton  familiar  name  for 
anyone  (as  they  explained)  intimately  loved. 
When  she  left  Cherbourg  she  insisted  upon 
my  going  back  with  them  to  their  Breton 
home.  So  it  was  settled  she  should  take 
me,  and  that  I  should  remain  with  her  till 
the  de  Tocquevilles  landed  at  Brest  in  the 
American  packet,  when  I  was  to  return  to 
Normandy  with  them. 

What  a  happy,  bright  journey  it  was  ! 
We  went  by  slow  stages,  as  she  was  so 
easily  tired.  Her  home  was  close  to 
Quimper.  Never  shall  I  forget  that  first 
arriving.  All  the  peasants  were  in  their 
quaint  Breton  costume,  and  it  was  like  a 
bit  of  old  France.  The  old  man-servant, 
whose  family  had  been  years  and  years  in 
the  service  of  Madame  la  Marquise,  how 
reverently  did  he  kiss  her  outstretched 
hand  !  I  can  see  my  '  Breton  boys '  with 
their  arms  round  his  neck,  calling  him  '  mon 
pere,'  a  name  they  had  called  him  from 
babyhood.  How  full  of  chaff  and  happi- 
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ness  we  all  were  !     I  was  introduced  to  the 
old  man  as  their  English  mother,  and   at 
once  he  accepted  and  admitted  me  into  the 
brotherhood  of  the  family.    Nothing  was  too 
good  for  me.     The  principal  bedroom  had 
been  prepared  for  me,   which  felt  like   a 
vault.     It  had  been  shut  up,  he  told  me, 
since   the   day   M.   le    Marquis   had    been 
brought  home  dying  from  wounds  received 
in  a  skirmish  with  the  Eevolutionary  mob. 
The  walls  were  hung  with  the  most  beauti- 
ful tapestry,  which  seemed  to  flutter  in  the 
breeze.     The  room  seemed  full  of  shadows. 
The  old  man  lighted  magnificent  candela- 
bra placed  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and 
which  lighted  up  that  little  space,  but  made 
the  rest  seem  darker  by  the  contrast.     There 
were   high-backed  chairs,   slippery  boards, 
no  carpets,  blazing  logs  of  wood  in  the  fire- 
place, and   a  little  wooden  table  holding 
a  tiny  basin  and  jug  in  which  I  was  ex- 
pected to  perform  my  ablutions.    All  was  so 
stiff  I  felt  I  could  not  sleep  in  it.     There 
was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  in  came  my 
two  boys,  so  happy  to  be  at  home  again. 
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1  Little  mother  is  afraid  to  sleep  here,'  they 
both  said.  I  owned  it.  Down  they  rushed 
to  their  mother's  room  and  insisted  upon  my 
being  put  in  the  old  nursery  :  and  there  nine 
of  the  happiest  weeks  of  my  life  were  spent. 

That  night  I  was  introduced  to  the 
maiden  aunt,  a  grim,  stately  old  lady,  at- 
tired in  a  most  ancient  costume,  the  skirt  of 
which  was  short  and  skimpy  and  in  thick 
gathers  round  the  waist.  She  had  never 
been  out  of  the  village,  and  spent  her  life  in 
visiting  the  sick  and  praying  in  the  church. 
She  seldom  spoke.  She  looked  at  me  fixedly, 
coldly,  and  was  the  only  one  in  the  house 
who  treated  me  as  an  alien. 

I  have  nothing  stirring  to  tell  of  my 
visit  there,  as  nothing  exciting  occurred ; 
but  I  will  try  to  describe  French  country 
life  in  a  French  country  house.  Hot  coffee 
and  rolls  were  brought  us  at  nine,  in  our 
rooms,  after  early  Mass  in  the  dear  little 
church,  which  my  dear  boys  never  missed 
attending.  The  Marquise  was  ill,  so  had  a 
special  dispensation.  The  maiden  aunt 
never  missed.  She  went  all  weathers,  and 
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spent  hours  on  her  knees.  I  used  to  go 
also.  To  me  it  is  the  greatest  puzzle  why 
I  have  remained  a  heretic,  as  they  called 
it,  having  mixed  so  much  with  Eoman 
Catholics.  After  an  early  meal  we  did  not 
meet  till  eleven  o'clock.  My  boys  had  a 
tutor,  and  worked  hard ;  and  I  always  went 
to  their  mother  and  helped  her  write  her 
letters,  or  read  the  papers  to  her,  as  her 
sight  was  failing  fast.  She  always  sat  in 
the  same  chair,  dressed  in  a  curious  sort  of 
dressing-gown.  She  made  no  attempt  at  a 
toilette,  and  in  that  costume  she  appeared 
at  the  eleven  o'clock  repast.  The  old  man- 
servant was  dressed  in  the  blue  blouse  of 
the  country.  No  tablecloth  was  used,  and, 
as  in  Germany,  the  same  knife  and  fork  for 
each  dish.  Common  cider  was  drunk.  The 
whole  time  she  talked  to  the  old  servant, 
who  related  to  her  all  the  petty  gossip  of 
the  village.  Nothing  was  too  trivial  for  her 
to  hear — she  knew  and  loved  all  the  villagers. 
After  the  meal,  one  glass  of  old  wine  was 
brought  to  her,  and  on  presenting  it  the  old 
man  always  bent  his  knee,  and  reverently 
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kissed  the  long  white  hand  held  out  to 
him.  The  boys  always  stood  as  she  drank 
the  wine :  it  was  an  old  Breton  custom. 
Then  a  rush  was  made  as  to  who  could  first 
reach  the  mother  they  so  loved,  and  they 
placed  her  comfortably  in  a  chair,  each  of 
us  young  people  kissing  her  hand  before 
leaving  her ;  and  we  never  met  till  tea-time, 
to  which  meal  I  had  introduced  them.  All 
the  old  customs  were  kept  up :  there  was 
none  of  the  luxury  of  a  modern  English 
country  house.  After  the  dejeuner  we  flew 
off  to  spend  a  long  happy  afternoon,  but 
Madame  (as  the  aunt  was  called)  was  stuck 
on  to  us.  She  had  to  go  with  us,  for  as 

Madame  de  L said,  *  It  is  only  for  les 

convenances :  you  can't  go  tearing  about 
the  country  alone  with  the  boys ! '  The 
aunt  was  called  Madame,  as  spinsters 
are  not  (so  says  the  Breton  custom)  re- 
cognised old  maids,  as  in  England.  They 
are  admitted  into  a  sort  of  sisterhood  and 
made  chanoinesses,  and  in  that  way  have 
all  the  position  and  privileges  of  a  married 
woman.  Only  high-born  maidens  are  ad- 
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mitted  into  it.  I  believe  the  custom  now  is 
fast  dying  out  of  France,  and  the  modern 
French  girl  is,  like  her  sister,  the  modern 
English  girl,  throwing  modesty  and  ladylike 
manners  to  the  four  winds,  imitating  the  still 
greater  laxity  of  the  young  married  woman. 
How  I  loved  my  boys !  I  used  to 
say  to  myself  I  loved  them  too  much — 
both  so  exactly  alike  that  no  one  could 
accuse  us  of  entertaining  ideas  of  marrying 
each  other.  They  were  so  courteous,  so 
high  bred.  What  a  carriage  it  was  we  went 
out  in  ! — carriage  in  name  only.  It  had  no 
springs,  no  cushions — just  a  cart  in  fact. 
The  old  horse  was  harnessed  with  rope 
harness,  which  always  broke  at  the  wrong 
time ;  never  going  out  of  a  slow  trot ; 
sometimes  refusing  to  go  at  all  except  when 
we  got  out  and  walked.  We  often  talked 
in  English.  I  had  taught  it  them,  and  they 
loved  it.  We  would  drive  into  the  country 
town,  with  its  wonderful  stretch  of  sea. 
What  magnificent  Atlantic  rollers  !  Ma- 
dame (the  aunt)  was  always  dressing  little 
dolls.  I  often  wondered  what  she  did  with 
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them.  The  boys  seemed  related  to  all  the 
proprietors  of  the  neighbouring  chateaux. 
We  went  to  one  by  train :  they  were  anxious 
for  me  to  see  it.  Their  mother  went  also. 
It  was  a  curious,  ghostly  old  place,  built  in 
a  quadrangle.  I  was  taken  to  the  chapel, 
and  shown  the  room  of  the  priest's  martyr- 
dom, and  told  the  following  touching  story. 
During  the  Kevolution,  a  mob  stormed 
the  chateau,  saying  they  would  spare  all  if 
the  priest  was  delivered  into  their  hands. 
He  was  the  favourite  child  of  the  Countess, 
spending  his  life  in  good  works.  Fearing 
for  his  life  they  had  hidden  him  in  a  small 
recess  inside  the  chapel  behind  the  altar, 
which  was  known  to  few.  The  mob  rushed 
in,  wildly  clamouring  to  know  his  hiding- 
place.  They  were  met  by  his  mother, 
whom  they  threatened,  saying  if  she  did 
not  tell  them  they  would  cut  out  her 
tongue.  Brave  old  lady,  she  refused  to  tell. 
True  to  their  threat  they  cut  it  out,  and  left 
her  bleeding  and  senseless  on  the  altar 
steps.  When  the  terrified  servants  returned, 
they  found  her  speechless,  paralysed,  unable 


VISIT  TO  BRITTANY  268 

to  move  or  even  make  a  sign,  for  so  great 
had  been  the  violence  of  her  persecutors, 
they  had  thrown  her  down  with  such 
force  that  her  spine  was  fatally  injured. 
She  was  carried  to  her  room,  and  for  years 
she  lay  there  speechless  and  bedridden, 
always  making  piteous  signs  to  be  taken  out 
of  bed.  No  one  knew  why  she  was  so 
restless.  Her  day  of  release  came  at  last. 
She  was  dying.  According  to  the  tradi- 
tions and  customs  of  that  family,  she  was 
solemnly  carried  into  the  little  chapel,  to 
receive  there  the  last  rites  of  her  Church. 
As  they  were  anointing  her  with  the  holy 
oil  and  the  last  solemn  absolution  was  still 
ringing  in  her  ears,  some  slight  strength 
seemed  suddenly  to  return  to  the  poor,  help- 
less, wasted  frame.  She  pointed  one  poor 
shaking  finger  to  the  wall ;  she  tried,  oh !  so 
hard,  to  form  one,  only  one  little  word. 
Following  the  direction  of  her  finger,  they 
searched  and  found  behind  the  altar  a  bit  of 
wall  which,  upon  striking,  sounded  hollow. 
They  broke  it  open.  What  a  sight  met 
their  astonished  eyes  !  In  there,  with  hands 
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meekly  crossed,  head  bowed  as  if  in  prayer, 
was  the  body  of  the  priest.     On  his  lap  the 
sacred  Host,  which  he   had  hastily  taken 
for    fear  the   mob    should   trample   on    it 
and  desecrate  it.      There  was  the  stiffened 
body  of  her  son,  true  and  loyal  son  of  the 
Church.     What  more  glorious  death  than  to 
die  like  that !     By  the  marks  and  scratches 
on  the   door,   he   must  have   worked   and 
scratched  with  his  poor  weary  fingers  to  get 
out.    He  had  almost  worked  his  way  through. 
No  one  heard  him,  as  for  days  and  days  no 
one  had  entered  the  chapel.     Everyone  had 
waited,  expecting  the  priest  to  return  and 
say  Mass.      In  forcing  the  door  and  taking 
him  out  they  had  forgotten  the  poor  Com- 
tesse.     A  bright  smile  was  on  her  face.    She 
had  crossed  the  Dark  River.     There  on  the 
other  side  he  was  waiting  for  her ;  mother 
and  son  had  met  again.      Both  had  died  in 
the  chapel  of  their  ancestors,  martyrs  not 
by  will,   but  by   accident — none   the   less 
worthy  to  be  ranked  among  the  noble  army 
of  martyrs.      It  was  very  touching  to  hear 
Madame  de  B tell  this  story.     It  was 
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that  of  her  grandmother.  She  took  us  to  the 
chapel.  It  was  so  small,  so  gloomy.  She 
showed  us  the  little  niche  with  the  old- 
fashioned  door  opening  only  from  the  out- 
side. One  wondered  how  anyone  could  hide 
in  it.  It  had  a  curious  little  ventilating 
shaft  in  the  roof. 

A  dreadful  storm  came  on  during  our 
visit,  and  we  were  obliged  to  stop  there 
that  night.  I  was  given  a  lovely  little  room, 
fitted  up  in  the  most  exquisite  style.  It 
was  on  the  ground  floor.  With  all  the 
courtesy  of  the  ancien  regime  Madame  de 

B had   assigned   to   me  the  room  of 

honour,  saying  a  foreigner  and  her  cousin's 
guest  must  have  the  chambre  d'Jionneur.  It 
had  been  occupied  by  the  Duchesse  de 
Berri,  who  brought  her  small  son,  the 
present  Comte  de  Chambord,  to  see  if  she 
could  stir  up  any  loyal  feeling  for  the  Bour- 
bon family  in  the  Breton  country.  But  it 
did  not  succeed.  She  had  not  the  power  of 
arousing  enthusiasm ;  in  fact  none  of  the 
Bourbons  had.  They  were  like  the  ill-fated 
Stuarts  in  their  exile  and  loss  of  crown ; 
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and  yet  so  unlike  them  too,  for  the  Stuarts 
had  the  wonderful  gift  of  making  their 
followers  sacrifice  all  for  them.  The  Bour- 
bons had  not  the  powers  of  fascination  or 
the  great  beauty  that  the  Stuarts  had. 

Madame  de  B told  us  another  story 

of  one  of  the  chateaux  in  the  neighbourhood. 
One  of  the  sons  was  an  officer  of  cavalry  dur- 
ing the  wars  of  Marlborough.  In  one  of  the 
many  charges  which  our  cavalry  made,  and 
which  generally  won  the  battle,  an  English 
officer's  horse  bolted,  and  carried  him  right 
into  the  French  camp.  Dazed  and  bewildered 
he  fell  an  easy  prisoner  into  their  hands,  and 
his  horse,  a  beautiful  white  charger,  was 
given  to  this  French  officer,  whose  own 
horse  had  been  killed.  How  proud  he  was 
of  his  English  prize,  and  wrote  home, 
'After  the  campaign  the  gallant  white 
charger  shall  end  his  days  in  Brittany.' 
Another  battle  took  place.  The  horse  was 
wild  at  the  sound  of  the  English  trumpets, 
and  he  reared  and  plunged  with  such  vio- 
lence that  the  unfortunate  Frenchman  was 
killed  on  the  spot.  It  was  quite  dark, 
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several  hands  were  outstretched  to  seize 
the  horse,  but  he  shook  himself  free  with 
a  fierce  neigh,  and  followed  the  English 
cavalry,  who  were  retreating,  dragging  the 
dead  body  of  the  unfortunate  young  officer 
after  him,  his  foot  being  entangled  in  the 
stirrup.  The  body  was  returned  with  a  flag 
of  truce  next  day.  The  horse  was  never 
seen  again  ;  but  when  death  and  desolation 
hang  over  the  family  '  le  cheval  de  Mal- 
brouk  '  (as  it  is  called)  is  seen  tearing  up 
the  avenue.  There  is  a  curious  prophecy 
attached  to  this  legend,  and  that  is  that 
the  horse  would  haunt  the  house  till  an 
English  bride  was  brought  to  it. 

They  told  many  stories  that  night,  the 
old  ladies  outvying  each  other  with  tales  of 
Louis  XVIII. 's  Court.  They  took  me  to 
my  room,  and  my  hostess  said,  '  If  you  are 
nervous  in  the  night  come  to  me.  We  are 
up  the  staircase  at  the  end  of  the  gallery.' 
I  was  young  and  not  nervous.  I  lit  my 
candle  to  look  at  the  treasures  that  were 
shut  up  in  a  cupboard  in  my  room.  The 
night  was  intensely  hot,  so  I  opened  my 
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window,  and  to  my  fright  found  it  opened 
right  into  the  haunted  chapel.  A  bright 
moon  was  shining  ;  all  looked  so  white  and 
ghastly.  Transfixed  with  horror,  I  tried  to 
close  the  window,  but  it  would  not  shut.  I 
then  lost  my  head,  rushed  wildly  out  into 
the  hall,  not  caring  where  I  went,  but  any- 
where as  long  as  it  was  not  that  room.  Two 
cheery  voices  I  suddenly  heard ;  it  was  my 
Breton  boys.  Oh,  loyal  and  true  gentlemen 
that  they  were  !  Knowing  I  should  be  nervous 
they  decided  to  sit  up  in  the  hall,  in  case  I 
should  want  them.  How  good  they  were ! 
If  I  had  been  a  queen  they  could  not  have 
treated  me  with  more  respect.  One  went 
at  once  to  tell  their  mother,  and  the  other 
took  me  into  the  little  dining-room  and  tried 
to  comfort  me,  for,  silly  child  that  I  was,  I 
was  sobbing  bitterly.  Soon  my  dear  old 
friend  appeared  and  took  me  at  once  to  her 
room,  where  I  spent  a  happy,  peaceful  night. 
I  only  tell  this  to  show  how  courteous  and 
kind  French  people  are. 

The  next  day  we  returned  home,  and 
were  told  that  an  English  gentleman  who 
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had  taken  rooms  in  the  village  had  sent  up 
word,  asking  permission  to  see  the  chateau. 
He  had  told  the  ancient  serviteur  that  it  was 
very  interesting  to  him,  as  he  had  many 
French  relations,  and  he  was  touring  in 
Brittany.  We  were  all  furious  at  an 
Englishman  invading  our  peaceful  village, 

but  Madame  de  L said  a  stranger  and 

a  foreigner  was  never  refused  admittance. 
She  sent  a  courteous  message  to  say  he 
could  see  the  chateau  the  next  day.  Very 
cross  were  we  young  people  at  having  to  give 
in.  The  next  day  we  went  into  the  hall  to 
have  a  peep  at  the  islander  (as  my  boys 
called  him)  from  the  gallery  that  ran  round 
the  staircase.  In  he  came.  I  started, 
recognising  the  old  familiar  voice,  which  I 
should  have  known  anywhere,  it  was  so 
peculiarly  rich  and  melodious ;  it  was  no 
other  than  my  cousin,  Lord  Malmesbury. 
Dashing  down,  I  rushed  at  him  and  seized 
his  hands;  it  was  so  nice  to  see  him. 
Hastily  I  introduced  my  boys,  who  stood 
mute  with  astonishment  at  our  vigorous 
English  mode  of  greeting.  With  all  the 
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courtesy  of  their  race  and  peculiar  charm 
of  the  French  noblesse,  they  bowed  low, 
and  bade  him  welcome  to  the  old  home. 
Their  mother  was  quickly  informed  as  to 
who  the  Englishman  was,  and  she  at  once 
invited  him  to  dine  and  stay  the  night.  In 
fact  before  he  had  half  seen  the  place,  a  lad 
had  been  sent  for  his  portmanteau,  and  he 
was  forced  to  accept  their  hospitality.  He 
stayed  three  days  with  us,  living  in  the 
1  intimitd  of  the  Breton  circle,'  as  he  called 
it.  The  first  night  he  appeared  in  the  full 
English  costume  of  a  modern  English 
gentleman — white  tie,  black  clothes.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  look  of  astonishment  that 
came  over  all  my  friends'  faces  at  this 
apparition,  as  they  called  him.  '  Quel  bar- 
bare  !  quel  horreur  !  Est-il  possible  ?  '  they 
said  to  me  afterwards.  *  Why  did  he  dress 
like  a  waiter  ?  How  uncivilized  the 
English  are ! '  was  all  poured  out  to 
me  when  I  went  for  my  usual  evening 

gossip  with  Madame  de  L .    Frenchmen 

never  dress  for  dinner,  and  their  full  dress 
is  grey  trousers,  often  a  coloured  waistcoat, 
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and  swallow-tailed  coat.  On  the  other 
hand  Lord  Malmesbury's  remarks  were 
equally  amusing :  '  What  savages  your 
friends  are — what  barbarians  !  Fancy,  no 
tablecloth,  and  the  same  knife  and  fork ! ' 
But  in  spite  of  it  we  all  did  have  a  jolly  time. 

We  went  to  a  neighbouring  fair,  my 
boys  dressed  in  the  pretty  Breton  costume  : 
jackets  which  had  been  handed  on  from 
generation  to  generation,  covered  with 
beautiful  silver  buttons,  knee-breeches  to 
match,  white  silk  stockings,  and  shoes  with 
priceless  paste  buckles.  '  How  handsome 
they  are !  "  whispered  Lord  Malmesbury. 
'  Why  are  you  not  madly  in  love  with  these 
chaps  ?  '  *  Because  I  love  them  both  so 
much  that  I  could  not  be  in  love  with 
them,'  I  gruffly  replied.  Ah!  love  and 
flirtation  would  have  been  simply  sacrilege 
to  talk  of  in  the  same  breath  with  my  boys. 

We  stayed  a  long  time  at  the  fair.  We 
drove  to  it  in  the  funny  old-fashioned  shan- 
drydan. I  saw  Lord  Malmesbury  lift  his  eye- 
brows (his  invariable  custom  when  astonished) 
at  the  rope  harness  and  primitive  carriage. 
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For  the  first  time  in  our  lives  we  did  not 
have  Madame.  *  Milor  can  chaperone  les 
enfants,'  the  Marquise  said,  with  the  far- 
away look  in  her  eyes.  What  fun  that  fair 
was  !  How  courteously  the  peasants  greeted 
us  !  In  the  merry  national  dance  of  Brit- 
tany, which  my  boys  danced  so  well,  they 
all  doffed  their  caps  and  bent  their  knees  to 
the  young  Counts  before  joining  in  it.  We 
ate  sweets,  we  danced,  we  bought  at  all  the 
booths ;  we  went  into  the  tent  where  all  the 
farmers  were  sitting,  had  our  healths  pro- 
posed, and  on  leaving  we  were  dragged  out 
of  the  fair  in  the  carriage  by  some  of  the 
strong  young  peasants.  Our  rope  harness 
kept  breaking  on  our  return  home.  We  kept 
getting  out  to  walk  up  all  the  hills — and 
down  them  too — so  as  to  make  that  happy 
night  spin  out  a  bit,  the  moon  shining 
brightly  all  the  time. 

The  next  day  Lord  Malmesbury  left. 
He  said  he  had  never  enjoyed  himself  so 
much.  They  all  liked  him  so  much.  He 
was  a  perfect  master  of  the  French  language 
and  thorough  man  of  the  world,  one  of  the 
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most  popular  men  in  London  society.  He 
was  very  grateful  to  me  for  giving  him  this 
introduction  into  Breton  country  life.  True 
to  the  custom  of  our  island,  he  tipped  the 
servants  handsomely  on  leaving.  All  he 
got  for  his  generosity  was  the  old  servant 
telling  us  he  was  *  un  homme  charmant ;  but 
perfectly  mad,  as  he  threw  his  money 
recklessly  about.'  We  drove  him  in  the 
primitive  old  shay  to  the  station,  and  both 
my  boys  insisted  on  accompanying  him  to 
the  confines  of  their  property,  to  show  him 
extra  respect ;  and  on  bidding  farewell,  both 
kissed  his  hand,  thanking  him  for  the  honour 
he  had  shown  them  in  visiting  their  old 
home.  I  am  sure  he  was  as  fond  of  those 
two  boys  as  I,  for  no  one  was  more  affected 
than  he  on  hearing  of  their  sad  deaths, 
only  five  short  years  after. 

The  day  when  I  was  to  leave  them  came 
at  last.  Madame  was  to  take  me  next  day 
to  Brest,  where  I  was  to  meet  the  de 
Tocquevilles  on  their  arrival  from  America. 
We  all  felt  very  sad  the  last  evening, 
especially  my  two  boys,  who  longed  to  serve 
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their  country,  but  knew  it  was  impossible. 
None  of  their  race  had  ever  taken  the  oath 
to  any  but  the  Bourbons.  In  vain  I  quoted 
heaps  of  well-known  French  names  who 
were  serving  their  country.  '  No,  we  shall 
die  under  a  foreign  flag,'  was  all  they  said. 
America  was  the  only  country  they  would 
go  to.  They  spurned  England,  scoffed  at 
Germany,  detested  the  idea  of  Russia, 
Spain  was  quite  impossible.  We  had  to 
start  early  next  morning,  as  it  was  a  long, 
tiring  journey.  For  the  last  time  I  slept  in 
the  little  room  opening  into  that  of  Madame 

de  L .    We  had  clambered  all  over  the 

old  haunts  that  day,  had  driven  to  those 
bright  sands  the  Bretons  are  so  proud  of. 
The  future  all  seemed  uncertain.  My  boys 
tried  to  laugh  and  chaff,  and  said  next  time 
we  met  I  should  be  married  to  a  cold,  stiff 
Englishman.  I  declared  I  would  write  a 
novel,  and  they  should  be  the  heroes. 

Madame  de  L started   at  this  joke  of 

mine,  and  said  with  an  earnestness  which 
impressed  us  all,  '  Child,  promise  me  you  will 
never  put  our  names  in  print ;  it  is  contrary 
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to  the  traditions  of  our  family.'  I  promised, 
and  I  have  faithfully  kept  my  promise ;  for  I 
have  not  mentioned  their  name  or  that  of 
the  old  chateau,  as  I  could  not  bear  to  think 
that  if  these  few  pages  telling  of  life  in  a 
French  chateau  take  my  reader's  fancy — I 
could  not  bear  to  think  that  strangers  and 
English  should  try  and  visit  the  dear  old 
place ;  for  railways  and  steamers  have 
made  it  easy  of  access  to  the  British 
tourist. 

Madame  (the  aunt)  came  to  my  room 
that  night.  Her  face  looked  greyer  and 
sterner  than  usual,  her  thin  fingers  were 
twined  nervously  together.  She  had  seldom 
noticed  or  spoken  to  me.  I  had  an  idea  she 
hated  me.  How  wrong  and  mistaken  I  was. 
'  You  are  going  to-morrow,  taking  a  deal  of 
the  sunshine  out  of  my  life,'  she  gently  said. 
'  Yes,  I  have  been  young  once,  and  happy — 
it  seems  so  long  ago  !  The  people  I  lived 
with  seem  to  have  lived  centuries  ago. 
Time  has  dragged  on.  Once  I  was  so  un- 
conscious of  sorrow ;  like  you,  the  world  was 
before  me — I  never  looked  ahead.  You  shall 
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hear  an  old  maid's  story.  For  years  his 
name  has  not  passed  my  lips,  but  you  shall 
hear  it;  and  if  ever  you  think  of  me,  do 
not  think  of  me  as  the  cold,  stern  woman 
you  knew,  but  as  one  who  has  suffered,  still 
suffers,  and  must  suffer  till  death  sets  him 
and  me  free. 

'  I  was  introduced — oh  !  so  long  ago — to  a 
French  officer  who  was  quartered  close  here. 
I,  like  all  French  girls,  was  already  betrothed 
to  a  nobleman  whom  I  had  never  seen. 
The  officer  was  often  invited  over  here  to 
shoot.  All  liked  him.  I  was  young,  full  of 
life  and  spirits.  It  never  seemed  to  enter  into 
my  parents'  heads  that  I,  one  of  the  Sacre 
Coeur  pupils,  should  break  through  the  rule 
of  our  country  and  fall  in  love  with  anyone 
but  one  whom  they  had  chosen  and  settled 
should  be  my  fianc6.  I  did  not  know  it 
myself,  till  one  day,  forgetting  all,  the  officer 
poured  out  his  love  to  me,  and  implored  me 
to  marry  him.  I  consented.  I  would  have 
done  anything,  dared  anything  to  have 
married  him.' 
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I  looked  at  her  in  astonishment.  Was 
it  the  same  cold  woman  I  had  known  ? 

'  Yes,'  she  continued,  '  done  anything 
but  risk  my  soul.  He  told  me  he  was  a 
Huguenot,  a  lineal  descendant  of  one  of  those 
ill-fated  victims  at  the  massacre  of  St. 
Bartholomew's  day.  I  had  heard  of  a  Pro- 
testant,' she  naively  said,  '  but  never  seen 
one.  How  proud  he  was  of  his  Huguenot 
blood ;  he  gloried  in  the  martyrdom  of  his 
ancestors.  I  had  been  brought  up  to  despise 
the  Protestants,  to  look  upon  them  as  lost 
for  ever,  with  no  hope  in  this  world  and  no 
salvation  in  the  next.  To  think  that  I,  a 
daughter  of  the  Church,  had  fallen  in  love 
with  one  of  that  despised,  hated  sect !  How 
could  I  face  my  people  and  tell  them  ? 
How  eloquent  he  was  !  I  longed  almost  to 
be  a  Huguenot ;  I  denied  almost  my  faith  ! 
Ah !  I  loved  him  more  than  my  God ! ' 
She  hid  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  tears 
trickled  through  her  fingers ;  her  whole  frame 
shook  with  sobs.  '  It  was  so  long  ago — I  was 
such  a  girl.  One  thing  I  did  resolve,  and 
that  was  to  go  straight  to  my  parents  and 
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tell  them  the  truth.  He  agreed,  and  said, 
'  I  will  go  with  you  to  your  father.'  My 
father  was  stunned.  He  saw  in  the  future 
misery  opening  before  his  child.  Passion- 
ately did  my  lover  plead  his  cause.  *  My 
race  is  as  noble  as  yours,'  he  proudly  said. 
'  Let  me  marry  her,  and  we  will  go  abroad : 
you  need  not  see  your  Protestant  son-in-law 
again.'  All  arguments  were  useless.  We 
were  allowed  to  meet  once  more,'  the  dear 
old  lady  said ;  and,  drawing  herself  proudly 
up,  continued,  '  We  both  belonged  to  noble 
families — noblesse  oblige — neither  of  us  could 
ask  the  other  to  deny  our  faith.  We  met 
and  we  parted.'  There  came  a  long  pause  ; 
I  saw  the  old  figure  trembling. 

'  Don't  finish  it,'  I  cried,  '  if  it  pains  you.' 
4 1  have  never  breathed  this  story  to  any- 
one,' she  said.   '  But  you  are  so  intimate  here. 
You  are  a  Protestant ;  the  boys  are  Catholic.' 
I  knew  what  she  meant.    I  had  never  con- 
fided in  her.     She  feared  a  future  for  me  like 
her  own — she  misunderstood  our  friendship. 
She  went  on  with  her  story.     *  Once  a 
year  we  met — still  the  two  religions  sepa- 
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rated  us.  He  had  a  long,  severe  illness, 
and  came  out  of  it  with  the  mind  of  a  little 
child.  He  knows  no  one.  Once  a  year  I 
go  and  see  him  :  he  does  not  know  me.  The 
dolls  I  dress  are  for  him' — she  squeezed  my 
hand  very  tight  then — '  and  he  is  always 
playing  with  them,  and  fancying  they  are 
me  and  him,  bride  and  bridegroom ;  so  I 
always  dress  my  dolls  in  wedding  garments. 
He  does  not  suffer,'  was  her  last  sentence, 
as  bending  over  me  she  kissed  me  on  the 
forehead,  saying,  'In  heaven  they  neither 
marry  nor  are  given  in  marriage.'  She 
looked  so  peaceful  as  she  left  the  room — my 
dear  old  friend  ! — I  wish  I  had  not  laughed  at 
her  so  often.  What  a  touching  little  story 

it  was  !  Madame  de  L ,  the  two  boys,  and 

I  talked  it  over  late  that  night.  Even  she 
did  not  know  her  sister-in-law's  real  history ; 
she  had  never  asked  for  confidence  and  it 
had  not  been  given.  That  story  has  often 
haunted  me.  I  heard  after,  she  died  first, 
and  he  lived  to  ninety.  Her  last  words  were 
a  desire  that  he  should  be  kept  supplied 
with  dolls,  for  he  would  miss  them  so. 
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Have  I  spun  life  in  a  Breton  chateau  out 
too  much  ?  Perhaps  it  is  too  egotistical ; 
but  it  may  interest  some  of  my  readers,  for  it 
is  so  different  to  country  life  in  England. 

The  next  day  I  went  to  Brest ;  Madame  de 
L and  the  two  boys  went  so  far  with  me. 

They  had  always  laughed  at  my  fears  of 
sleeping  alone,  and  dread  of  ghosts.  Louis 
(one  of  the  boys),  in  spite  of  my  incessant 
petitions  to  him  not  to,  declared  if  he  died 
first  his  spirit  should  call  upon  me,  so  he 
laughingly  said. 

That  page  of  my  life  was  turned  over. 
Once  only  I  saw  one  of  my  boys  again. 
Eighteen  months  after  he  wrote,  and  said  he 
was  tired  of  doing  nothing.  How  could  he 
get  a  commission  in  the  Southern  army  ? 
I  knew  no  one  in  it,  but  I  at  once  asked 
Lord  Ernest  Bruce  to  help  me.  He  used  to 
say  he  knew  everyone  worth  knowing,  from 
the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  to  the  crossing- 
sweeper  in  Belgrave  Square.  There  were 
great  difficulties,  as  Count  Louis  did  not 
wish  to  give  his  real  name  ;  but  Lord  Ernest 
overcame  them  all.  He  wrote  me  word  to 
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get  the  young  fellow  over,  and  he  could  then 
tell  him  all  he  had  to  do.  It  was  indeed 
good  of  Lord  Ernest.  He  met  him  at  the 
station,  took  him  home  for  two  nights,  helped 
him  get  his  outfit,  and  put  him  in  the  train 
to  come  to  Heron  Court,  where  he  had  been 
asked  to  stop  on  his  way  to  Southampton, 
and  from  there  he  sailed  in  a  Transatlantic 
steamer.  How  well  I  remember  the  party 
there  :  Lord  and  Lady  Derby  (known  as  the 
great  Lord  Derby) ;  Lord  Eanelagh,  who  was 
particularly  anxious  to  meet  him,  as  he  had 
identified  himself  with  English  volunteers ; 
and  one  or  two  humbler  individuals,  myself 
amongst  them.  He  arrived  looking  very 
miserable  and  wretched,  having  said  good- 
bye to  the  mother  and  brother  he  so  tenderly 
loved,  and  from  whom  he  had  never  been 
separated ;  and  to  the  faithful  old  servant 
who  had  nursed  and  tended  him  as  a  child. 
All  this  had  terribly  upset  him.  He  had  felt 
so  lonely  in  London — such  a  noise  and  tur- 
moil he  said ;  the  difficulty  of  making  him- 
self understood  was  so  great,  though  he 
constantly  spoke  English  with  me.  With 


all  a  Frenchman's  sensitiveness  he  hated  all 
the  questions  asked  him  by  the  Southern 
agent,  and  which  he  called  impertinent. 
Dear  old  Lord  Ernest  assisted  him  as  much 
as  possible,  but  as  he  was  nearly  stone  deaf 
they  could  not  hold  much  conversation  to- 
gether. Poor  boy,  he  was  so  young  to  be  so 
sad  !  Lord  Malmesbury's  wife  had  French 
blood  in  her  veins,  her  mother  being  daughter 
of  the  Due  de  Grammont.  How  he  liked 
her,  and  said  she  was  like  a  bit  of  France. 
Everyone  loved  my  Breton  boy.  Lord 
Derby  was  particularly  struck  with  him, 
he  was  so  modest  and  yet  so  full  of  fun. 

The  day  after,  one  or  two  of  us  went  to 
Southampton  to  see  him  off.  The  first 
person  we  met  on  the  steamer  was  Lord 
Ernest,  who  had  come  all  the  way  from 
London  to  wish  him  God-speed.  It  was  good 
of  him,  and  so  like  him.  Poor  boy,  his  eyes 
were  full  of  tears  as  we  all  wished  him  good- 
bye. He  declared  to  me,  the  night  before,  he 
should  never  return.  He  seemed  strangely 
superstitious.  When  alone  he  confided  to  me 
he  had  seen  the  c  cheval  de  Malbrouk,'  as  he 
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had  been  over  to  the  chateau  of to  wish 

his  cousin  good-bye,  and  twice  he  had  seen 
the  fatal  white  horse  of  Marlborough.  Once 
in  the  morning,  on  his  way  to  Mass,  it  had 
suddenly  rushed  past  him.  The  other  time 
was  on  driving  away  at  night  :  in  the 
distance  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  it.  It  was 
no  use  laughing  at  it.  Lord  Derby  was  so 
struck  with  him  that,  with  characteristic 
generosity  and  tact,  he  said  to  me,  '  If  that 
young  fellow  wants  any  money  I  will  be  his 
banker.'  I  did  not  dare  wound  my  boy's 
pride  and  susceptibility  by  telling  him  this. 
He  had  come  with  no  evening  clothes — what 
was  the  use  of  getting  them  for  only  one 
night  ?  and  he  had  come  third  class,  which 
thirty  years  ago  was  an  unheard-of  thing  in 
England.  Now  people  are  poorer  and  forced 
to  travel  so  :  he  had  done  it,  as  his  outfit 
had  cost  a  lot,  and,  though  serving  in  the 
Southern  army,  he  was  too  proud  to  take 
their  gold  ;  so  he  did  all  he  could  to  save  his 
mother  expense. 

For  six  months  he  served  under  Stone- 
wall Jackson,  for  whom  he  felt  the  greatest 
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admiration,  and  would  have  followed  him  to 
the  death.  His  letters  were  full  of  interest ; 
his  mother  often  sent  them  onto  me.  One  day 
one  of  those  dreadful  printed  papers  ( '  Faire 
part')  with  a  deep  black  border,  peculiar 
to  France,  was  sent  me.  Opening  it  in  fear 
and  trembling,  I  saw  to  my  intense  grief  it 
was  the  annonce  de  mort  of  my  dear  old 
friend  Madame  de  L .  It  had  no  par- 
ticulars, no  details.  How  I  longed  to  go 
to  Brittany  and  hear  all !  Three  months 
later  I  saw  accidentally  in  the  Breton  local 
paper  that  my  boy  had  died  under  a  foreign 
flag,  in  a  foreign  land.  For  months  I  could 
get  no  details ;  I  knew  no  one  out  there. 
Again  I  had  recourse  to  Lord  Ernest,  and 
said  he  must  find  out  everything — I  must 
know.  But  it  was  so  difficult,  as  none  of  us 
knew  the  name  he  was  serving  under.  He 
wrote  me  one  of  his  characteristic  cheery 
letters,  that  I  was  always  asking  him  im- 
possibilities. He  did  do  what  I  asked  him  to, 
and  sent  me  a  letter  from  one  of  my  boy's 
brother  officers,  giving  a  few  details. 

Recollecting  his  playful  threat  that  he 
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would  come  and  pay  me  a  visit  if  he  died 
first,  I  had  often  lain  awake  at  night,  ex- 
pecting and  dreading  to  see  him.  If  the 
windows  rattled,  if  the  floor  creaked,  if  the 
leaves  rustled  against  the  windows,  or  if  the 
wind  moaned,  was  it  he  ?  would  he  really 
come  ? 

His  friend  wrote  that  he  had  always 
prayed  and  longed  for  a  soldier's  death — to 
die  like  his  ancestors,  on  the  battle-field. 
That  was  not  granted  him.  Heaven  refused 
him  that  one  wish,  that  poor  little  wish.  For 
some  good  purpose  it  was  denied  him.  He 
caught  one  of  those  low  fevers  so  common 
to  that  country,  and  with  his  usual  stubborn- 
ness would  not  give  in.  He  had  never 
really  got  over  his  mother's  death ;  it  had 
been  such  a  shock  to  him.  The  night  before 
his  death  he  was  delirious,  all  night  wildly 
talking  in  French.  His  friend  did  not  know 
a  word  of  French,  and  understood  none  of 
his  wanderings.  How  sad  to  think  no  one 
was  there  to  hear  his  last  words  in  his 
native  tongue !  Was  he  in  dear  Brittany 
again  ?  Was  he  in  the  old  cart,  or  walking 

f  a 


down  the  little  familiar  street  where  all  loved 
and  knew  him?  Was  he  kneeling  by  his 
mother's  side  in  the  village  church,  or  roam- 
ing through  the  quaint  garden  ?  In  the  bright 
early  morn  when  consciousness  returned, 
feebly  taking  a  locket  from  his  breast  he 
asked  them  to  bury  it  with  him.  '  It  is  only 
my  mother's  and  brother's  hair,'  he  said. 
Another  wish  he  expressed  was  that  his 
face  should  be  covered  with  a  handkerchief 
(her  last  gift)  embroidered  with  the  lilies  of 
France.  '  I  then  shall  have  my  flag  buried 
with  me.'  After  a  pause  he  said,  *  Tell 
"little  mother  "  I  will  not  come  to  see  her 
after  death  ;  she  shall  never  be  frightened  by 
her  Breton  boy  when  he  is  dead.'  Brave, 
loyal,  true-hearted  Frenchman  !  in  that  su- 
preme moment  he  thought  of  the  old  (shall 
I  call  it)  joke  ;  and  would  not  let  his  spirit 
return  and  frighten  the  friend  and  playmate 
of  his  youth.  For  we  were  like  so  many 
children  together.  He  had  teazed  me  so  often, 
and  yet  we  were  such  friends.  He  could  not 
remember  my  name.  The  officer  did  not 
know  his,  so  if  it  had  not  been  for  Lord 
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Ernest  Bruce  I  should  never  have  heard  any 
details,  and  would  still,  and  might  still,  be 
afraid  of  sitting  alone  in  the  dark,  thinking  he 
might  come.  He  spoke  but  little  after  this, 
only  a  few  broken  words  in  French.  His 
last  words,  faint  as  they  were,  were  uttered 
in  a  tone  of  surprise.  '  Ma  mere !  ma 
mere  ! '  Doubtless  she  came  to  greet  him 
as  his  spirit  passed  peacefully  and  quietly 
away.  His  last  thoughts  were  of  his 
mother,  as  he  always  thought  first  of  her. 
There  is  no  nation  so  devoted,  so  attached, 
so  good  to  their  mothers  as  the  French. 

I  wrote  to  this  officer,  who  wrote  and 
told  me  he  had  been  buried  with  full  mili- 
tary honours,  the  band  playing  that  sad 
plaintive  air,  '  Maryland,  my  Maryland.'  I 
heard  the  other  brother  had  gone  to  Kome, 
taken  priest's  orders,  and  also  died  in  a 
foreign  land,  at  some  missionary  station.  This 
was  the  last  of  my  Breton  boys.  No  nobler 
spirits,  no  grander  souls  ever  lived.  They 
died  young.  They  did  not  perhaps  add  to 
the  glories  of  their  long  line  of  ancestors  in  a 
worldly  sense.  That  was  no  fault  of  theirs. 


278     FOREIGN  COURTS  AND  FOREIGN  HOMES 

They  both  wore  the  white  flower  of  a  blame- 
less life  ;  they  both  acted  up  to  their  favourite 
motto,  Noblesse  oblige.  They  had  lived  their 
day :  no  one  could  wish  them  back  in  these 
times  of  atheism,  Socialism,  and  their  be- 
loved country  torn  to  pieces  with  internal 
differences.  The  old  proverb  says,  *  Those 
whom  the  gods  love,  die  young.' 
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CHAPTER  XV 

THE   LAST   CBUISE    OF   THE   ALABAMA 

I  THINK  one  of  the  most  exciting  incidents 
of  my  life  was  witnessing  the  celebrated  sea- 
fight,  off  Cherbourg,  between  the  Confederate 
cruiser  Alabama  and  the  United  States 
cruiser  Kearsage,  on  June  19,  1864. 

It  is  so  long  back — quite  a  matter  of 
history.  Another  generation  has  sprung  up 
since  then,  and  the  present  generation 
cannot  understand  how  high  feeling  ran 
then,  and  how  in  England  we  all  seemed  to 
side  with  the  Confederates.  I  shall  always 
look  back  with  pride  to  my  acquaintance 
with  Captain  Semmes  captain  of  the  Ala- 
bama. The  Alabama  was  a  wooden  ship 
of  1,040  registered  tonnage.  She  was  built 
at  Liverpool,  and  she  was  pierced  for  twelve 
guns,  besides  carrying  two  heavy  pivot  guns 
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amidships.  She  had  no  name,  and  was  known 
only  as  '  Gun-boat  290.'  When  fully  equipped 
and  manned  she  started ;  and  once  in  the 
Channel  hoisted  the  Confederate  flag,  and 
did  a  lot  of  damage  to  the  United  States 
shipping  and  commerce,  though  as  yet  she 
had  never  come  in  contact  with  any  of  their 
cruisers. 

She  came  into  Cherbourg  late  one 
evening,  as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  and,  as  it 
was  sunset,  hoisting  no  colours.  She  had 
come  in  to  refit  and  coal ;  but  of  course  the 
French  Government  could  not  admit  her 
in  their  dockyard.  It  soon  got  about  that 
this  mysterious  vessel  was  no  other  than 
the  celebrated  '  pirate  ship,'  as  the  Yankees 
called  the  A  labama.  The  following  morning, 
the  United  States  cruiser  Kearsage,  com- 
manded by  Captain  Winslow,  came  in,  and 
many  then  were  the  stories  circulated  :  that 
he  had  insisted  on  the  French  Government 
giving  her  up ;  that  they  had  refused ;  that 
he  had  threatened  to  fight  her  in  Cherbourg 
roads,  but  had  been  forced  to  give  up  that 
idea  as  the  French  authorities  again  inter- 
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fered.  How  curious  we  all  were!  There 
she  lay,  the  famous  Alabama,  colours  flying, 
making  no  sign  of  her  intentions,  knowing 
that  bluster,  bully,  and  rage  as  they  might, 
the  Kearsage  could  not  harm  or  interfere 
with  her  as  long  as  she  lay  under  the  pro- 
tection of  Cherbourg  breakwater.  We 
longed  to  go  on  board,  but  in  my  father's 
position  it  was  considered  impossible. 

However  the  gods  have  always  been 
good  to  me.  A  very  old  friend  of  ours 
(now  dead)  came  in  his  yacht,  and  asked  me 
and  my  sister  to  come  on  board,  lunch,  and 
spend  the  rest  of  the  day  with  him.  After 
luncheon  he  asked  if  we  should  like  to  visit 
the  Alabama.  Imagine  how  I  jumped  at 
it !  Captain  Semmes  and  his  officers  re- 
ceived us  most  courteously,  offering  to  show 
us  over  the  ship.  But  my  friend  would  not 
go,  and  I  think  he  was  right.  For  if  the 
United  States  cruiser  had  got  any  inform- 
ation that  Semmes  did  not  care  for  her  to 
know,  it  would  have  been  said  at  once  that 
the  report  had  been  spread  by  the  English 
yacht.  I  may  mention  that  this  yacht  was 
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not  the  DeerJiound — she  only  came  in  the 
night  before  the  engagement. 

I  was  very  young  then,  and  full  of 
enthusiasm.  Captain  Semmes  took  to  me 
at  once,  and  was  evidently  much  amused  at 
my  abuse  of  the  Kearsage,  and  the  ardent 
wish  expressed  by  me  that  the  Alabama 
should  send  her  to  the  bottom  !  He  was  a 
very  quiet,  silent  man,  with  a  face  full 
of  determination,  wearing  at  that  moment 
an  anxious  expression.  He  talked  with  a 
strong  American  accent,  and  seemed  to 
be  incessantly  receiving  reports  from  his 
officers.  The  crew  seemed  a  heterogeneous 
lot,  of  every  nation  in  the  world.  He 
treated  me  rather  as  a  child,  once  or  twice 
calling  me  *  Little  girl '  or '  Miss.'  He  asked 
if  I  had  visited  the  Kearsage,  and  on  my 
indignantly  saying,  '  Nothing  would  induce 
me  to  go  on  board,'  he  said,  '  You  know  the 
Kearsage  says  the  Alabama  is  afraid  to 
fight  her.  Do  you  think  I  look  afraid  ? ' 
What  silly  things  girls  are  !  Though  I  had 
only  seen  him  for  ten  minutes  I  had  made 
him  to  myself  quite  a  hero,  and  would  have 
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quarrelled  with  anyone  who  said  a  word 
against  him  or  the  good  ship  Alabama.  My 
friend  asked  him  to  dine  on  board  his  yacht ; 
but  he  declined,  saying  he  was  too  busy  to 
leave  his  ship.  Little  did  we  guess  that 
he  had  sent  a  challenge  to  the  Kearsage, 
offering  to  fight  her  in  fair  combat  outside 
Cherbourg  breakwater — three  miles  outside, 
in  what  was  called  neutral  waters — and  that 
he  was  waiting  the  reply.  He  well  knew 
that  the  Kearsage  would  never  lose  sight 
of  him ;  that  at  last  they  had  run  him  to 
ground ;  that  these  American  sailors  were 
simply  panting,  longing  to  fight.  No  mercy 
would  be  shown  to  the  Alabama,  none 
would  be  asked.  If  he  attempted  to  leave 
at  night,  the  Kearsage  would  go  after  him. 
Fight  he  must ;  fight  he  would,  and  he 
longed  for  it  quite  as  much  as  the  Kearsage. 
That  evening  we  all  were  walking  up  and 
down  the  Square,  listening  to  the  band, 
the  one  topic  of  conversation  being  the  rival 
ships.  My  father  had  just  returned  from 
Paris,  where  he  had  gone  to  see  Lord  Cowley 
about  any  of  our  countrymen  who  were  on 
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board  the  Alabama.  I  had  not  told  him 
I  had  been  on  board.  He  was  talking  to  the 
French  Admiral  when  Captain  Semmes 
suddenly  passed  us,  and,  recognising  the 
English  party  who  had  come  in  the  morning, 
came  up  and  sat  down  by  me.  It  was  the 
last  time  I  ever  saw  him.  My  friends  were 
just  leaving  in  their  yacht  for  Brest.  I 
knew  I  could  not  introduce  my  father,  so  I 
walked  up  and  down  with  Captain  Semmes, 
who  said, '  Have  you  heard  that  all  is  settled  ? 
To-morrow  we  fight.'  Startled  and  upset,  I 
asked  him  to  explain.  He  then  told  me  he 
had  challenged  the  United  States  cruiser, 
that  the  challenge  was  accepted,  and  that 
to-morrow  would  decide  whose  was  the  better 
ship.  I  had  seen  the  Kearsage  had  gone, 
that  she  had  got  up  steam  that  afternoon 
and  steamed  out,  and  in  my  silly  girl-like 
way  of  jumping  to  a  conclusion  said,  '  She 
was  afraid  and  has  gone.'  '  Yes,'  he  replied, 
4  she  has  got  up  steam  and  gone ;  but  only 
gone  three  miles  outside  to  wait  in  neutral 
waters  for  us.'  He  then  said,  *  I  wanted 
to  see  you,  to  wish  you  good-bye.  The 
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Kearsage  has  heavier  guns  than  we,  and  I 
intend  to  board.  If  I  can  do  that,  we  shall 
win  the  day.' 

He  was  very  grave,  very  quiet,  and  so 
was  I.  I  felt  miserable.  Turning  round 
he  said,  '  Little  girl,  you  are  crying.'  Cry- 
ing was  not  in  it.  I  was  simply  sobbing. 
It  seemed  so  dreadful  to  think  that  perhaps 
next  morning  he  and  his  gallant  crew  might 
be  either  dead  or,  worse  still,  prisoners  of 
war  to  the  United  States  Government. 
Would  they  show  mercy  ?  Could  we  expect 
it  ?  He  left  me.  I  longed  to  introduce 
him  to  my  father,  but  I  did  not  dare — he 
was  busy  talking  to  some  friends  who  had 
arrived  that  day  from  St.  Malo.  I  mention 
this  fact  as  often  since  Americans  have 
declared  to  me  that  there  was  a  private 
understanding  between  the  Deerhound  and 
Alabama ;  that  all  the  treasures  and  valu- 
ables of  the  Alabama  had  been  transferred  to 
the  Deerhound,  and  a  secret  compact  entered 
into,  to  help  the  Alabama  as  much  as  they 
could.  This  is  a  deliberate  falsehood,  as  the 
Deerhound  arrived  at  six,  and  went  out 
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next  morning  to  witness  the  fight  at  the 
urgent  request  of  the  young  people  on  board, 
though  Mr.  Lancaster  himself,  the  owner 
of  the  yacht,  would  have  far  rather  remained 
quietly  in  the  roadstead.  To  my  certain 
knowledge  he  had  no  intercourse  or  com- 
munication whatever  with  the  Alabama. 

What  a  night  we  all  passed  !  My  father, 
with  many  others,  remained  a  long  time  on 
the  pier.  Though  it  is  over  thirty  years 
ago,  I  shall  never  forget  it.  In  the  road- 
stead, safe  at  anchorage,  was  the  Alabama. 
No  one  seemed  asleep  that  night  on  board  : 
harsh  notes  of  command;  the  boatswain's 
whistle ;  boats  going  to  and  fro  crowded  with 
people  wishing  to  inspect  her,  to  row  round 
her,  but  sternly  warned  off  if  they  came  too 
close.  In  the  distance,  the  far,  far  distance, 
people  said  they  saw  the  lights  of  the  Kear- 
sage.  They  must  have  imagined  it,  as  she 
was  quite  three  miles  off.  Only  now  and  then 
the  distant  booming  of  a  gun  told  us  she 
was  there  in  the  offing,  waiting  for  her  prey ; 
waiting  to  take  revenge  for  the  many  losses 
the  privateer  had  caused  to  America  and 
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her  commerce.  At  two  we  all  went  home, 
our  hearts,  our  thoughts,  full  of  the  brave 
ship  who,  all  said,  was  going  to  her  doom  the 
next  day. 

Early  in  the  morning  we  were  all  astir. 
A  letter  came  for  me  from  Captain  Semmes, 
quite  short,  containing  an  enclosure,  merely 
asking  me  to  keep  it  till  I  had  instructions 
from  him.  If  he  was  killed,  to  post  it  at 
once  to  Paris  ;  if  he  was  alive  he  would  tell 
me  where  to  send  it. 

That  morning  a  great  friend  of  mine 
said  she  was  going  to  the  breakwater  to  see 
all  she  could,  and  would  we  like  to  come 
with  her  ?  We  were  glad,  for  otherwise  we 
should  have  had  to  stop  indoors,  as  the 
excitement  in  the  streets  was  intense.  My 
father  had  gone  off  in  the  Admiral's  barge, 
which  remained  in  the  roadstead  watching 
the  events.  My  friend  had  a  man-of-war's 
boat  at  her  command,  as  her  husband  was 
an  officer  in  the  French  navy,  so  we  were 
rowed  straight  to  the  breakwater,  and  at 
my  urgent  request  steered  as  close  as  we 
could  to  the  Alabama.  How  beautiful  she 
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looked !  Flags  proudly  flying,  guns  run 
out,  all  looking  so  like  business.  No  noise, 
no  movement,  every  man  at  his  post,  all 
waiting  for  the  signal  to  weigh  anchor. 
We  could  not  help  it — we  were  three  Eng- 
lish people,  and,  though  in  a  French  man- 
of-war's  boat,  we  three  stood  up  and  cheered. 
And  the  Alabama  cheered  us  back,  and 
dipped  one  of  her  flags  as  we  rowed  swiftly 
past,  for  Captain  Semmes  recognised  the 
'  little  girl,'  as  he  called  me.  I  believe  my 
friend  was  terribly  scolded  by  her  indig- 
nant husband  on  hearing  what  he  called 
our  disgraceful  conduct.  But  we  did  not 
care  ;  we  had  cheered  them  on,  and  the  last 
sound  ringing  in  their  ears,  as  they  were 
weighing  anchor  then,  was  our  unmistak- 
able British  cheer.  The  Deerhound  in  the 
distance  was  also  getting  up  steam,  to  see 
what  the  young  people  called  *  the  fun.' 

At  9.30  the  Alabama  steamed  slowly 
out.  Many  cheered  her  as  she  passed  close 
to  the  breakwater,  closely  followed  by  a 
French  frigate,  which  had  been  ordered  to  see 
that  no  fighting  should  take  place  in  French 
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waters — three  miles  out  was  supposed  to  be 
neutral  sea.  How  we  all  watched  her  as 
she  seemed  to  glide  along,  so  quietly,  so 
stately,  going  straight  on  to  where  the 
Kearsage  waited,  firing  her  guns  in  de- 
fiance !  They  were  equally  matched,  about 
the  same  size — though  the  Kearsage  was 
said  to  have  heavier  guns — both  crews  feel- 
ing and  knowing  it  was  war  to  the  knife. 
Everyone  thought  the  English  yacht  must 
be  mad  to  go  out  also :  one  shot  from 
either  of  the  belligerent  vessels  would  soon 
send  her  to  the  bottom.  People  said  that 
only  an  Englishman  would  be  so  mad  as 
to  wilfully  and  willingly  take  his  wife  and 
children  into  such  a  position. 

At  the  end  of  an  hour  the  Kearsage^ 
seeing  the  Confederate  vessel  was  intend- 
ing to  fight  and  not  run  away,  stood  out 
to  sea  another  mile,  as  it  had  been  settled 
by  the  French  naval  authorities  that  they 
must  go  out  so  far  before  they  could  begin 
fighting.  It  was  a  long  and  tedious  busi- 
ness before  the  two  vessels  could  settle 
down  for  fight.  The  Kearsage  then  rounded, 


290     FOREIGN  COURTS  AND  FOREIGN  HOMES 

going  straight  towards  the  Alabama  till 
she  got  within  1,200  yards  of  her.  The 
Alabama  then  opened  fire,  and  poured 
three  broadsides  quickly  at  her  enemy,  the 
Kearsage  as  yet  not  returning  it  or  firing 
one  single  gun,  the  two  vessels  steering 
round  and  round  each  other  till  they  got 
within  900  yards.  It  was  a  beautiful,  most 
wonderful  sight ;  one  scarcely  dared  breathe. 
We  had  powerful  telescopes  given  us,  and 
saw  almost  every  detail  as  plainly  as 
possible. 

The  Kearsage  then  opened  fire,  and 
when  the  smoke  had  cleared  away  the 
Alabama  was  seen  steering  for  Cherbourg — 
at  least  so  the  Americans  said.  I  saw 
Captain  Winslow's  report,  in  which  he  said 
that  the  Alabama,  seeing  she  was  sinking, 
sent  her  boat  to  say  she  surrendered,  asking 
for  boats  to  be  sent  to  save  life.  Before  he 
could  reply,  the  DeerJwund  steamed  up, 
and  hailing  the  Kearsage  asked  if  they 
could  render  her  any  assistance.  Mr. 
Lancaster,  the  owner  of  the  yacht,  seeing 
the  Kearsage  had  ceased  firing  her  guns 
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and  was  laying  to,  fancied  she  wanted 
assistance,  not  having  seen  the  dire  plight 
the  Alabama  was  in.  Winslow  replied 
he  was  all  right,  so  the  yacht  steamed  off, 
as  she  then  saw  the  other  ship  was  rapidly 
settling  down.  A  cry  of  horror  broke  from 
all.  Full  steam  was  put  on,  every  effort 
made  to  reach  the  sinking  ship.  But  when 
within  200  yards  the  gallant  ship  went 
down.  Twice  had  her  flag  been  shot  away, 
twice  re-hoisted,  and  even  as  she  was  going 
down  one  of  her  crew  was  seen  still  waving 
the  Confederate  colours.  This  was  told  my 
father  by  a  competent  eye-witness.  The 
Alabama  fired  round  shot,  the  Kearsage 
shell.  We  were  told  that  the  Kearsage 
declared  the  Alabama  had  struck  her 
flag,  and  surrendered  herself  and  men  as 
prisoners  of  war.  I  only  know  she  went 
down  with  colours  still  flying. 

The  Deerhound's  boats  were  down 
long  before  the  Kearsage's  or  the  French 
frigate's,  though  the  Kearsage  lowered 
her  boats  as  quickly  as  possible  to  save 
lives.  No  one  noticed  the  movements  of 

u  2 
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the  DeerJiound.  The  little  English  yacht, 
with  all  the  eccentricity  of  our  nation,  they 
said,  had  had  enough  of  the  fight,  had  seen 
the  fun,  and  was  fast  disappearing  on  the 
horizon,  steering  towards  England  in  a 
precious  hurry  to  take  the  news  back  that 
the  famous  Confederate  cruiser  was  sunk 
off  Cherbourg,  her  captain  and  crew  all 
prisoners  of  war. 

Little  did  they  know  the  precious  freight 
she  had  on  board.  It  is  so  easy  to  talk,  so 
easy  to  think  one  knows  so  much.  She 
had  picked  up  the  gallant  Semmes  and  forty 
of  his  officers  and  crew ;  and,  knowing 
the  fate  that  was  in  store  for  him,  stood 
straight  out  to  sea  and  was  soon  lost  in  the 
distance. 

We  all  remained  on  the  breakwater: 
our  boat  had  gone  off  as  quickly  as  she 
could  to  render  assistance.  The  air  was  full 
of  smoke.  The  ill-fated  ship  had  blown  up 
as  she  went  down.  The  heavy  cannonade 
had  brought  down  heavy  threatening  clouds 
from  above.  One  heard,  or  fancied  one 
heard  (which  is  just  the  same),  the  shrieks 
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of  the  drowning  men.    I  don't  think  I  ever 
cried  so  much  in  my  life.     I  was  thoroughly 
unnerved — so  were  we  all.    It  was  too  dread- 
ful,  seeing  that   gallant  ship  one  moment 
with     colours    proudly    flying,    doing    her 
utmost   to   get   to  close  quarters  with  her 
enemy ;    another  moment,  sinking  in  full 
sight  of  us  all,  all  powerless  to  help ;   the 
only  thing  moving  to  her  aid  was  the  little 
English  yacht ;  the  French  frigate  too  far 
off  to  help,  though  she  came  as  quickly  as 
she  could.      The  Kearsage  sent  her  boats 
also  to  help,  and  then  slowly  returned  to 
her    moorings    in    Cherbourg    breakwater. 
How  proudly  she  came  in:   her  guns  still 
run  out  as  if  ready  to  fire  another  broadside ; 
men  and  officers  all  in  full  fighting  dress — 
cutlasses,  swords,  pistols ;    and  (so  I  was 
afterwards  told,  but  do  not  vouch  for  the 
fact)  dragging  after  her  in  the  water  the 
colours    of    the    Confederate  ship.      They 
were  all  so  pleased  with  themselves;  and 
small  blame  to  them.     They  landed  soon 
after  the  fight,  and  were  seen  walking  about 
the  town  with  pistols  in  their  belts,  as  if  (as 
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some  one  facetiously  said)  they  were  going 
to  take  Cherbourg  and  all  the  shipping. 
Luckily  we  were  still  on  the  breakwater 
waiting  for  our  boat,  for  I  am  sure,  with 
all  the  impetuosity  of  youth,  if  I  had  met 
them  I  should  have  said  something  very 
rude  to  them. 

We  did  not  get  off  the  breakwater  till 
five.  I  was  too  wretched  to  speak ;  and 
where  was  Semmes  ?  Was  he  a  prisoner  on 
board  the  United  States  frigate  ?  Had  he 
been  picked  up,  or  had  he  gone  down  with 
the  ill-fated  ship — the  ship  he  so  loved, 
the  ship  he  was  so  proud  of  ?  I  found  my 
father  had  been  telegraphed  for  to  go  to 
Paris  and  report  all  to  our  ambassador, 
Lord  Cowley,  leaving  a  long  and  volumin- 
ous despatch  to  Earl  Kussell,  the  then 
Secretary  for  Foreign  Affairs,  with  instruc- 
tions for  me  to  copy  it  out  and  despatch  it 
by  that  night's  mail. 

At  seven  the  Admiral,  whose  wife  was 
a  great  friend  of  mine,  sent  up  his  aide-de- 
camp to  tell  me  and  my  sister  we  were  to 
come  to  them  to  spend  the  evening ;  they 
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knew  we  should  be  alone.  I  had  cried  and 
sobbed  so  that  I  wasn't  fit  to  be  seen.  But 
anything  was  better  than  being  alone.  On 
our  way  we  met  some  half-dozen  of  the 
Kearsage's  crew.  I  went  up  to  them  and 
asked,  'Is  Captain  Semmes  a  prisoner  on 
board  ?  '  One  said,  *  Yes,  and  to-morrow  he 
will  be  tried  by  court-martial  and  shot  like  a 
dog.'  This  was  cheering  news.  Another 
said,  '  He  is  not  on  board ;  I  saw  him  go  to 
the  bottom  myself.'  On  arriving  at  the  house 
we  only  saw  the  Admiral's  wife ;  he  was  far 
too  busy  to  dine.  As  he  expressed  it,  he  had 
his  hands  full.  The  fate  of  Semmes  was 
still  a  mystery.  It  was  their  '  at  home '  even- 
ing, and  the  room  crowded.  Everyone 
wanted  to  hear  and  to  talk.  Everybody 
laughed  at  the  Deerhound  running  away. 
One  lady  rudely  said, '  She  was  afraid  of  the 
smoke.'  Another  remarked,  'It  is  a  pity 
she  went  out,  as  it  was  not  dignified  to  run 
away  like  that.'  I  was  too  miserable,  too 
much  upset  to  trouble  to  answer  her.  If  I 
had  spoken  I  should  have  made  an  ass  of 
myself  and  burst  into  tears.  Whilst  all  this 
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hubbub  of  idle  talk  was  going  on  the  servant 
came  and  said  the  captain  of  the  English 
steamer  wanted  to  see  me,  and  me  alone,  as 
he  had  something  particular  to  tell  me. 

I  went  down,  and  he  told  me  they  had 
met  the  Deerhound  in  the  middle  of  the 
Channel,  and  she  had  signalled  to  them, 

'  Tell  Miss   H to  send  letter  to   Post 

Office,  Southampton.'  I  knew  what  that 
meant.  I  knew  Semmes  was  safe.  I  flew 
downstairs  into  the  Admiral's  office  and,  wild 
with  excitement,  said,  '  Semmes  is  all  right. 
Deerhound  picked  him  up.  Deerhound  did 
not  run  away.'  '  Tell  me  something  I  don't 
know,'  he  replied.  '  I  had  a  despatch  half- 
an-hour  ago  from  our  consul  at  Southamp- 
ton to  tell  me  so.  And  I  would  not  be  your 
friend,  the  owner  of  the  Deerhound,  for 
something ;  for  she  will  get  into  a  nice  mess 
for  running  off  with  prisoners  of  war.'  I 
did  not  care  what  he  said.  I  only  knew 
Captain  Semmes  was  safe,  and  that  England 
would  never  give  him  up.  I  flew  home  and 
posted  the  letter  at  once. 

My  father   arrived  late  that  night  and 
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was  much  astonished  at  hearing  what  I  had 
to  tell  him,  saying  I  was  made  to  be  a  con- 
spirator. All  his  time  was  taken  up  going 
on  board  the  Kearsage  to  see  if  amongst  the 
prisoners  there  were  any  of  our  country- 
men. 

The  next  day  we  went  out  in  a  small  tug 
to  see  the  place  where  the  Alabama  was 
supposed  to  be  lying.  It  was  a  lovely  day : 
not  a  ripple  on  the  water,  sun  brightly 
shining.  But  not  a  trace  of  the  gallant 
ship.  Sea-birds  flying  about,  dipping  into 
the  sea,  uttering  the  peculiar  note  of  the 
sea-bird,  as  if  they  were  chanting  a  dirge 
for  the  Alabama. 

Brave  ship  !  She  had  made  her  last 
voyage.  She  had  fought  her  last  fight. 
She  had  gone  down  with  her  flag  still  flying. 
She  was  at  rest  under  the  great  sea,  beneath 
the  peaceful  waters.  No  one  could  point 
the  finger  of  scorn  at  her.  True  to  her 
cause,  true  to  the  flag  she  never  disgraced, 
she  is  one  of  the  brightest  pages  in  the 
history  of  the  deadly  fight  between  the 
North  and  the  South. 
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Long  and  bitter  was  the  correspondence 
between  the  English  Government  and  the 
United  States  about  the  DeerJwund's  share 
in  this  battle,  as  to  taking  off  to  England 
the  gallant  captain  and  so  many  of  the 
crew. 

Only  the  other  day,  when  the  newspapers 
came  in,  I  was  told  that  Captain  Semmes  had 
died.  A  generation  has  passed  away  since 
this  memorable  fight.  The  war  between 
the  United  States  and  the  South  is  a  matter 
of  history.  The  name  of  the  Alabama  is 
almost  unknown  to  this  generation,  also 
Captain  Semmes's.  My  companion,  who  was 
reading  the  paper  to  me,  could  not  under- 
stand the  sudden  start  I  made,  or  the  tone 
of  excitement  in  which  I  said,  '  Kead  on ! 
Read  on  !  Miss  nothing.  Tell  me  all.' 

Oh,  how  all  seemed  to  come  back  through 
this  long,  long  vista  of  years  ! 

The  quaint  old  Norman  town,  with  its 
grand  old  church  looking  down  upon  the 
busy  scene — its  clear-cut  cross  looming  up 
against  the  dark  blue  of  the  summer  sky, 
speaking  of  peace  and  good-will  to  all  men — 
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the  last  church  built  in  Normandy  by  our 
Plantagenet  king,  the  third  Edward  (at  least 
so  is  the  tradition) ;  the  band  playing  some 
modem  operatic  air ;  the  smart  French 
officers ;  the  Normandy  peasants  in  their  old- 
fashioned,  picturesque  costumes ;  children 
gaily  dancing  to  the  music  of  the  band ;  an 
English  girl  crying  in  a  side  seat.  Once 
again  after  long,  long  years  I  seem  to  hear 
the  grave,  surprised  voice  of  the  captain 
sounding  in  my  ears,  '  Little  girl,  you  are 
crying,'  once  again  to  hear  the  booming  of 
the  Kearsage's  gun,  firing  at  intervals,  telling 
us  that  the  brave  ship  was  waiting  and 
ready  for  action.  Once  again  I  see  the  Lights 
of  the  Alabama,  the  last  time  she  ever  ran 
them  up;  the  dull  plash  of  the  tide  as  it 
beat  restlessly  against  the  stone  quay  again 
rings  in  my  ears ;  the  sharp  word  of  com- 
mand from  the  French  frigate,  which  was 
waiting,  steam  up,  to  escort  the  Alabama 
out  of  French  waters  into  neutral  sea. 

I  seem  to  have  gone  back  thirty-four 
years,  seeing  and  hearing  all  once  again — 
listening  to  the  chorus  of  the  Alabama's 
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crew  as  they  sang  that  sad  and  plaintive 
song : 

'  Oh,  who  thy  beauty  can  withstand, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland  ?  ' 

which  at  one  time  threatened  to  become  a 
national  air — and  would  have  been  so  if  the 
South  had  conquered  in  that  deadly  fight. 
It  seemed  to  rise  and  swell  as  the  sailors 
kept  taking  it  up,  and  then  died  away  only 
to  break  out  again  as  a  fresh  lot  took  up  the 
refrain. 

All  this  has  come  back  to  me.  Yes, 
they  were  both  equally  brave,  those  gallant 
crews  of  the  Alabama  and  the  Kearsage. 
Most  of  them  are  now  at  rest,  safe  in  the 
haven  where  they  would  be. 
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CHAPTER  XVI 

THE   END   OF   MY   LIFE   ABROAD 

THE  next  memorable  event  in  our  family 
was  the  reception  of  my  sister  into  the 
Catholic  Church.  Montalembert  had  pleaded 
his  cause  well,  and  with  tears  of  joy  he 
took  his  god-child  to  the  chapel  at  the 
Sacre  Coeur,  where  Dupanloup  solemnly 
gave  her  the  sacrament  of  baptism.  It  was 
a  most  impressive  service.  Only  a  very  few 
of  our  most  intimate  friends  were  there. 
Everyone  was  affected — why,  I  don't  know. 
Montalembert  brought  his  friend  the  Papal 
Nuncio,  who  gave  a  most  impressive  ad- 
dress. 

After  it  was   all  over  we  returned  to 

Madame  de  C 's  house.    I  shall  never 

forget  that  afternoon.  It  was  so  dreary  for 
me.  I  felt  an  outsider,  a  goat  amongst  the 


302      FOREIGN  COURTS   AND  FOREIGN  HOMES 

sheep,  so  out  of  it.  I  longed  to  be  one  of 
them.  They  were  all  kind  to  me,  at  least 
they  tried  to  be  ;  but  they  looked  at  me  with 
wonder  and  surprise.  Alone  I  sat  in  the 
window,  knowing  my  sister  and  I  could 
never  be  the  same  again :  never  go  to 
church  together  again,  never  kneel  side  by 
side  to  receive  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
never  read  our  favourite  authors  together, 
Keble,  Williams,  etc.  There  was  a  line  be- 
tween us  ;  neither  of  us  could  cross  it  again. 
Strange,  and  still  more  strange,  why  was  I 
not  of  this  creed  also  ?  '  You  will  come  to 
us  one  day,'  said  Monseigneur  Dupanloup, 
as  I  with  the  others  knelt  to  receive  his 
blessing.  '  Never,  Monseigneur,'  I  replied. 
And  I  never  have.  Yes,  I  think  if  anything 
or  anybody  could  have  made  me  join  them, 
it  would  have  been  then.  All  that  eloquence, 
all  that  persuasion  could  do,  was  brought  to 
bear  on  me.  But  it  was  useless. 

That  evening  my  sister  received  a  tele- 
gram from  Henri  V.'s  chaplain,  congratu- 
lating her  on  her  entry  into  the  Koman 
Church,  and  a  kind  message  from  the  King 
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himself.  Not  being  noble,  it  was  not  eti- 
quette for  the  King  to  wire  direct  to  her. 
Every  Legitimist  salon  was  now  thrown 
open  to  her ;  anything  that  made  life  plea- 
sant was  put  in  her  way. 

One  day  a  splendid  white  bouquet 

arrived  for  her  from  the  Comte  de  C , 

with  a  spray  of  orange  flower  in  it.  We  all 
knew  what  it  meant.  It  was  the  old 
Eoyalist  custom  to  propose  in  that  way. 
If  she  took  it  with  her  to  the  party  she  was 
going  to  that  night  it  meant  she  accepted 
his  offer ;  if  left  at  home  it  signified  refusal. 
She  went  to  the  party ;  the  bouquet  re- 
mained at  home.  I  could  not  blame  her, 
for  his  mother  had  said  to  her  only  the 

previous  day,  '  The  C s  have  always 

married  French  girls,  chosen  by  their 
parents.'  He  called  the  next  day;  I  had 
to  see  him.  He  declared  firmly  he  would 
never  marry  anyone  else.  It  was  a  painful 
interview.  He  was  so  loyal  to  her.  He  did 
not  blame  her,  and  only  said,  *  I  would  have 
done  exactly  the  same.' 

We   both  left  Paris  to  return  to  our 
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Norman  home.  My  sister  had  made  up  her 
mind  to  enter  the  Sacre  Coeur  convent,  but 
put  it  off  for  six  months  at  the  earnest 
request  of  her  friends  and  relatives. 

I  then  went  to  Tocqueville.  It  was  so 
peaceful  and  quiet  there.  When  I  arrived 
and  saw  my  dear  old  friend,  I  knew  the 
beginning  of  the  end  was  coming.  Constant 
attacks  of  haemorrhage  had  so  reduced  him 
that  I  scarcely  knew  him.  He  was  full  of 
going  to  London  to  consult  an  eminent 
physician,  a  great  authority  on  consumption. 
Again  Madame  de  Tocqueville  begged  me 
to  go  with  them.  She  had  never  been  to 
England  since  she  was  a  child,  and  dreaded 
returning  there,  knowing  no  one.  A  small 
house  was  taken  in  Green  Street,  and  there 
the  invalid  was  taken.  He  got  marvellously 
better ;  at  one  time  we  all  thought  he  would 
recover.  Many  well-known  people  called  on 
him,  but  he  never  went  out  anywhere.  He 
was  so  longing  to  recover,  so  loath  to  die,  so 
full  of  life  and  literary  pursuits,  it  was  quite 
painful  to  see  him.  His  nervousness  was 
terrible.  We  took  him,  by  the  doctor's 
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advice,  a  little  tour  in  England  :  anything  to 
distract  his  mind  was  advised ;  but  it  was 
not  a  success.  Then  he  longed  for  home, 
his  library.  With  the  restlessness  of  an 
invalid  nothing  would  suit  him  but  to  return 
to  Tocqueville,  and  back  I  accompanied 
them.  Again  the  old  friends  gathered 
round  him  ;  the  daily  readings  were  re- 
sumed, the  discussion  of  politics.  Each  day 
he  grew  weaker  and  weaker.  Every  week 
was  a  stepping-stone  towards  the  end,  the 
fatal  end.  Each  week  something  was 
given  up,  the  visits  of  friends  were  stopped, 
all  was  done  to  save  that  precious  life.  I 
was  young ;  I  had  never  seen  death  or  a  long 
wasting  disease.  I  wrote  all  his  letters  for 
him — often  they  were  dictated  in  a  whisper. 
I  read  all  the  papers  to  him,  did  every- 
thing that  a  daughter  could  have  done.  I 
think  I  only  realised  he  was  drifting  to  the 
other  shore,  when  his  daily  walk  on  the 
terrace  at  midday  was  given  up.  The  last 
few  times  he  could  hardly  move,  and  he 
said  in  a  voice  full  of  tears,  '  I  must  give  up 
even  this.'  His  great  friend  Nelaton,  the 
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great  physician,  came  and  saw  him,  and 
said  his  only  chance — not  of  life  but  of  living 
another  year — was  to  go  to  the  South  of 
France.  Gently  it  was  broken  to  him.  I 
shall  never  forget  his  look.  Madame  de 
Tocqueville,  Nelaton,  the  sick  man,  and  my- 
self were  in  the  library,  the  room  we  all 
loved.  The  sick  man  covered  his  face  with 
his  hands,  tears  trickled  through  them,  and 
in  a  broken  voice  he  said,  *  Adieu  to  all  my 
books,  adieu,  my  Norman  home ;  the  hand  of 
death  is  on  me.  I  cannot,  I  will  not  die ! ' 
It  was  a  dreadful  evening.  Nelaton  left 
next  day,  promising  to  meet  us  at  Paris. 
On  my  young  shoulders  fell  all  the  responsi- 
bility of  moving  and  packing  ;  his  wife  was 
prostrated  with  grief.  They  had  no  children, 
only  each  other,  and  she  was  fast  becoming 
an  invalid  herself.  I  thought  it  was  from 
grief.  I  went  to  see  her  after  he  had  retired 
to  his  room.  She  then  told  me  that  she  also 
had  consulted  the  great  doctor.  Gently  and 
kindly  he  had  told  her  the  truth,  and  that 
was  that  she  herself  was  dying,  dying  of  a 
terrible,  incurable  malady.  Her  only  prayer 
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was  that  he  might  go  first  and  not  live  to 
see  her  sufferings. 

We  left  shortly  after.  I  could  only  go 
with  them  as  far  as  Paris,  as  my  father 
would  not  let  me  go  so  far  away  with  two 
sick  people.  Montalembert  lent  us  his 
house  in  the  Eue  du  Bac,  and  there  we 
stayed  a  week.  All  de  Tocqueville's  old 
friends  came  to  see  him ;  all  knew  he  never 
would  come  back  again.  Very  touching 
were  the  farewells.  He  had  never  made  an 
enemy — even  people  differing  from  him  in 
politics  called.  The  Emperor  sent  his  aide- 
de-camp.  The  Due  de  Morny,  Persigny, 
Baron  Haussmann,  Flahault,  and  Due  de 
Malakoff  were  amongst  the  callers  ;  they  all 
came  longing  for  news.  '  Alexis  de  Tocque- 
villeis  dying,'  was  the  universal  cry ; c  France 
cannot  spare  him.'  I  had  to  interview 
several  of  them,  as  he  was  only  allowed  to 
see  a  few  people,  and  I  wanted  to  spare  his 
wife  as  much  as  I  could.  They  were  all  so 
kind,  so  full  of  sympathy.  As  for  his  own 
personal  friends — de  Corcelle,  Kemusat, 

•I 
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Gustave  de  Beaumont,  Ampere,  Octave 
Feuillet,  and  one  or  two  others — they  all 
declared  the  day  he  was  taken  to  the  South 
they  also  would  go  and  see  if  love  and 
friendship  could  not  bring  the  sick  man  to 
life  again.  That  was  refused.  Nelaton  said 
there  were  to  be  no  farewells,  no  excitement. 
I  was  allowed  to  go  and  see  them  off  on 
condition  that  I  showed  no  emotion.  I 
went.  I  sat  in  the  carriage  till  the  time  was 
up.  M.  de  Corcelle  came  up,  and  I  knew  it 
was  time  to  say  good-bye.  The  sick  man 
folded  me  tight  to  him,  and  in  a  faint  whisper 
said,  { I  have  never  had  a  child  of  my  own.  I 
could  not  have  loved  one  more  than  I  do 
you.  I  shall  come  home  in  the  summer.' 
I  could  not  speak.  A  hand  was  laid  on  my 
shoulder :  it  was  Nelaton.  We  had  agreed 
that  I  was  to  send  my  dear  old  friend  off  on 
his  journey  smiling,  and  not  show  my  grief. 
In  old  days,  when  vexed  or  annoyed  at  any- 
thing, he  would  say  jokingly,  '  I  shall  punch 
your  head.'  Turning  round  to  Nelaton  I 
exclaimed,  '  I  shall  punch  your  head  for 
listening  to  our  little  flirtation ! '  The  sick 
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man  went  off  smiling.  We  all  tried  to  smile 
as  the  train  steamed  out.  I  never  saw  him 
again.  He  got  better  at  first,  and  even  went 
out. 

He  wrote  to  me  that  as  soon  as  he  had 
resumed  his  walks,  I  was  to  come  out  to 
them.  One  day  one  of  those  fierce  winds 
of  the  South  came  on,  and  that  evening  the 
hemorrhage  returned.  His  wife  described  it 
all  to  me  afterwards ;  nothing  could  stop  it, 
and  life  slowly  ebbed  away.  His  large  eyes 
were  fixed  on  her,  as  he  was  forbidden  to 
speak,  so  as  to  give  him  one  last  chance  of 
life — a  faint  chance.  The  news  spread 
through  France  :  people  had  hoped  against 
hope.  Outside  all  was  bright  and  sunny ; 
inside  the  house  death  was  slowly  approach- 
ing. He  was  dying.  A  strange  thing  hap- 
pened. A  little  bird  flew  in  at  the  win- 
dow ;  it  fluttered  about  and  alighted  on  the 
sick  man's  bed.  He  opened  his  eyes.  They 
nearly  always  spoke  English  together:  he 
feebly  whispered, '  Home.'  The  bird  flew  out 
of  the  window  ;  the  doctor,  feeling  his  pulse, 
said,  '  All  is  over.'  Had  his  spirit  fled  with 
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the  little  bird  ?  and  did  the  bird  carry  it  back 
to  his  Norman  home  ?  His  last  thought 
had  been  of  Tocqueville,  and  his  '  English 
child,'  as  he  used  to  call  me,  who  had  been 
so  much  with  them. 

I  was  almost  stunned  when  I  received 
the  news  of  his  death,  the  last  account 
had  seemed  so  much  better.  If  earthly  love 
and  sympathy  could  comfort  his  wife,  she 
had  it.  On  all  sides  telegrams  arrived — 
from  the  Emperor,  Lord  Palmerston,  Dis- 
raeli, the  President  of  the  United  States, 
the  Emperor  of  Russia — they  were  endless, 
offering  to  send  representatives  to  the 
funeral  as  a  last  mark  of  respect.  Gratefully 
but  firmly  she  declined  all.  He  was  so 
simple ;  he  had  hated  pomp  and  show,  and 
had  always  kept  in  the  background.  No 
one  was  to  go  to  the  funeral,  only  the 
French  Academy  was  allowed  to  send  a 
representative.  I  was  to  meet  her  at 
Tocqueville ;  so  once  more  I  went  to  the 
dear  old  house.  Once  more  he  was  taken 
to  the  library,  and  yet  it  was  not  he — '  The 
setting  only  was  there ;  the  jewel  had  gone 
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to  a  brighter  sphere,'  as  the  old  curt  touch- 
ingly  said. 

She  and  I  sat  up  late  that  night  in  the 
library  watching  the  dead.  It  was  a  fancy 
of  hers.  He  always  hated  to  be  alone,  and  *  he 
must  not  be  left  alone  his  last  night  in  his 
old  home,'  she  cried.  Nor  could  she  be  alone, 
so  we  sat  together  in  our  old  positions  :  she 
in  her  chair,  and  I  on  the  floor  with  my  head 
against  her  knee.  His  chair  was  in  the 
old  place  opposite,  empty  now ;  the  pen  and 
ink  were  on  the  table,  the  usual  papers. 
But  no  one  was  there  to  take  up  the  pen, 
the  ink  was  dry  as  he  had  left  it.  The 
big  table  was  moved,  and  where  the  table 
used  to  be  was  the  coffin  containing  all 
that  was  mortal  of  Alexis  de  Tocqueville. 
Wreaths  from  England,  from  Eussia,  from 
all  parts  of  the  country,  were  lying  about 
that  room.  The  odour  of  those  flowers  I 
shall  never  forget,  or  the  long  hours  of 
waiting. 

At  eight  o'clock  the  villagers  came  in 
one  by  one,  slowly  and  reverently,  to  say 
good-bye  to  the  friend  they  loved  so  well, 
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each  dropping  on  his  knee  and  saying  a 
little  prayer  as  they  passed  by ;  many  bring- 
ing flowers ;  all  bowing  silently  and  respect- 
fully to  the  silent  figure  of  the  wife,  who 
even  then  would  not  leave  the  sacred 
remains.  At  nine  the  little  procession 
started  for  the  village  church.  It  was 
crowded.  All  the  old  lot  of  friends  from 
Paris  had  come.  They  had  said  nothing 
to  her  about  coming,  and  they  were  waiting 
outside  as  the  coffin,  carried  on  the  shoul- 
ders of  the  oldest  tenants,  passed  down  the 
long  avenue,  down  the  straight  road  and 
into  the  churchyard,  where  a  halt  was  made. 
The  tenants  put  down  their  burden,  and  his 
own  dear  friends  came  slowly  up  and  carried 
him  into  the  church.  Outside  in  the  church- 
yard, according  to  the  French  custom, 
speeches  were  made  at  the  grave  side  ;  but 
politics  were  excluded,  only  the  dead  man's 
gifts  and  virtues  were  extolled.  Madame 
de  Tocqueville  and  I  followed — she  was 
physically  unfit  to  do  so.  We  returned 
alone  to  the  house ;  no  one  went  with  us. 
The  house  and  all  were  left  her  for  life ;  but 
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she  could  not  remain  there  all  alone,  it  was 
so  dreary  and  she  was  so  ill ;  so  she  decided 
to  go  to  the  house  at  Valognes.  It  was  so 
much  easier  for  us  to  get  over  to  see  her 
there,  and  she  could  always  have  some  one 
dropping  in  to  see  and  cheer  her  when  she 
was  well  enough  to  see  them.  How  brave 
and  good  she  was  !  She  knew  her  days  were 
numbered ;  each  day  only  prolonged  her 
sufferings.  Her  one  cry  was  of  thankful- 
ness that  he  had  never  known  of  her  terrible 
malady.  It  is  no  use  lingering  over  those 
last  sad  months.  She  died  alone.  Though 
telegraphed  for,  my  father  and  I  arrived  too 
late.  It  will  not  interest  my  reader  to  tell 
of  my  poignant  grief  at  this  loss. 

My  story  is  done.  A  foreign  home  was 
exchanged  for  an  English  one.  I  married, 
and  by  degrees  the  dear  French  friends 
dropped  out  of  my  life.  I  constantly  used  to 
get  deep  mourning  papers  announcing  their 
deaths  as  one  by  one  they  passed  away. 
Only  one  was  left,  the  Comte  de  C— 
We  always  remained  firm  friends,  and  con- 
stantly wrote  to  one  another.  He  never 
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married,  but  remained  true  to  his  English 
love.  My  sister  died.  That  page  of  my  life 
I  cannot  touch.  Nothing  can  replace  the 
sister,  the  playmate  of  one's  childhood,  the 
sharer  of  one's  joys,  one's  sorrows,  the  only 
one  who  knew  every  incident  of  one's  life, 
one's  doubts  and  fears  and  hopes — hopes  for 
this  world  and  for  the  next. 

I  had  to  write  and  tell  him  of  her  death. 
He  was  so  anxious  to  see  me  that  my  hus- 
band and  I  decided  we  would  go  to  him.  I 
went  alone  to  the  chateau.  Once  more  I 
drove  up  the  old  familiar  drive,  went  up  the 
old  stone  steps.  The  same  servant  opened 
the  door ;  but  he  had  aged  much,  and  was 
very  bent  and  trembling.  Like  one  in  a 
dream  I  sat  down  in  the  drawing-room. 
Nothing  was  changed.  The  chairs  were 
arranged  in  the  same  stiff  circle,  the  clock 
on  the  mantelpiece  ticking  as  usual.  The 
door  opened.  Was  this  old  broken-down 
man  the  friend  of  our  youth  ?  So  thin,  so 
emaciated,  so  hollow-eyed  he  had  grown. 
It  was  a  painful  meeting.  I  spent  the  day 
there.  Together  we  wandered  about  the 
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garden,  went  all  over  the  house :  into  the 
room  she  and  I  had  occupied — no  one  had 
slept  in  that  room  since.  Then  into  the 
chapel :  iheprie- Dieu  she  had  used  was  care- 
fully put  aside.  We  felt  too  deeply  to  speak 
much.  Out  into  the  street  we  passed,  on  to 
Tocqueville,  dear  old  Tocqueville ;  it  was 
looking  so  bright  and  sunny.  We  went  into 
the  country ;  side  by  side  we  knelt  by  those 
dear  graves,  then  back  into  his  deserted 
house,  and  into  the  room  where  the  picture 
of  the  Grand  Monarque  was  hanging  in  its 
accustomed  place.  Once  more  I  saw  him 
bow  respectfully  to  it.  Once  again  dSjeuner 
was  served  by  the  ancient  servant.  When 
we  were  alone  again  he  said,  *  Tell  me  all ; ' 
and  I  did  tell  him — I  told  him  all  he  wanted 
to  know.  Then  in  the  evening  I  left  him, 
never  to  see  him  again.  The  disease  of  his 
race,  consumption,  was  upon  him.  His  life 
had  been  so  lonely.  He  told  me  that  his 
mother  had  always  objected  to  the  marriage 
on  account  of  my  sister  being  English. 
Now  the  successor  to  the  title  and  estate 
has  English  blood  in  his  veins,  his  mother 
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being  a  Southerner  and  descended  lineally 
from  an  English  family.  How  true  is  the 
saying,  '  L'homme  propose,  Dieu  dispose  ! ' 
It  really  was  the  irony  of  fate.  He  wrote 
after  I  left  that  it  had  been  such  a  pleasure 
to  him  to  see  me  once  again.  I  was  not 
surprised  to  get  shortly  after  the  annonce 
of  his  death — he  had  nothing  to  live  for. 
One  could  not  mourn  for  him ;  but  he  left  a 
blank  in  my  life. 

Another  page  in  my  life  was  turned. 
Oh,  how  fast  these  pages  are  turned  over  as 
one  gets  older !  Friends  pass  away,  another 
generation  comes  on,  and  the  old  scenes 
change  ;  and  so  these  pages  must  close.  I 
have  nothing  more  interesting  to  relate,  and 
the  question  rises  before  me  as  to  whether 
what  I  have  written  is  of  interest  to  the 
outside  world. 

For  years  I  had  lost  interest  in  politics. 
My  last  great  trial  came  :  I  was  left  a  widow. 
Only  those  who  have  had  this  crushing  blow 
know  what  it  is,  and  how  indifferent  one 
becomes  to  everything  outside  one's  own 
great  sorrow,  till  time,  the  great  healer, 
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helps  one  to  struggle  on,  and  once  more  we 
take  up  the  threads  of  life ;  but  in  one's 
innermost  soul,  when  alone,  one  longs 

'  For  the  touch  of  a  vanished  hand, 
And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still.' 

Nearly  all  of  whom  I  have  written  are 
dead.  One  figure,  nay,  two  figures,  still 
remain.  With  the  deepest  reverence  and 
love  do  I  venture  to  mention  her  name. 
She  who  a  few  months  ago  was  the  central 
figure  on  whom  all  the  eyes  of  Europe  were 
fixed,  who  as  she  drove  through  her  capital 
surrounded,  followed,  and  preceded  by  a 
brilliant  guard  collected  from  every  quarter 
of  the  globe,  the  idol  of  her  people,  many 
cheering  her  as  she  passed  along,  many  too, 
like  myself,  unable  to  join  in  the  cheers  on 
account  of  the  big  lump  in  their  throat  that 
would  rise  as  she  went  by — she,  thank  God, 
she  still  lives,  ruler  of  a  mighty  empire,  our 
Sovereign  Lady  Queen  Victoria !  Empress 
of  India,  '  la  bonne  femme  '  as  the  Normans 
affectionately  called  her.  The  other  figure, 
more  looked  up  to,  more  honoured  in  her 
circle  than  she  ever  was  in  her  days  of 
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surpassing  loveliness,  the  widowed,  childless 
Empress,  who  had  been  the  honoured  wife  of 
Napoleon,  third  Emperor  of  the  French. 

How  writing  all  this  has  stirred  up  old 
memories  in  my  heart  which  I  thought  had 
gone  to  rest !  Sitting  alone  and  quiet,  as 
one  does  as  one  grows  older,  unable  to  read 
on  account  of  my  failing  sight ;  sitting  in 
the  gathering  darkness,  in  the  twilight,  the 
old  and  dear  faces  gather  round  me  till  I 
almost  fancy  that  I  feel  the  touch  of  their 
shadowy  hands.  Little  children  seem  tap- 
ping at  the  window,  children  so  prized  by 
their  parents,  so  unwillingly  given  up  to  the 
Great  Keaper  '  whose  name  is  Death ; '  but 
their  parents  are  with  them  now,  under- 
standing and  knowing  why  they  were  taken. 

I  seem  to  see  the  King  of  Hanover  with 
the  fierce  eyes,  but  who  always  smiled  upon 
us  children  kindly ;  his  cold  stiff  Queen ; 
the  blind  Crown  Prince.  The  stern  Em- 
peror, with  face  immovable  as  a  mask ;  de 
Tocqueville,  with  sad  earnest  eyes,  looking 
as  if  he  knew  he  would  be  called  away  before 
his  great  work  was  done.  De  Corcelle,  the 
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trusted  friend  and  confidant  of  the  Holy 
Father,  with  that  peculiar  smile  which  only 
those  wear  who  are  associated  with  the 
Vatican  and  College  of  Cardinals,  that  smile 
always  so  courteous  yet  full  of  meaning,  so 
unfathomable,  which  is  the  stamp  of  the 
Jesuit.  Montalembert ;  Dupanloup ;  my 
Breton  boys,  with  their  bright  curly  hair, 
and  eyes  dancing  with  fun ;  their  aunt 
whose  outside  demeanour  seemed  impene- 
trable, who  yet  possessed  a  true  woman's 
heart.  Lord  Malmesbury  with  his  cold 
quizzical  manner,  which  only  hid  the 
warmest,  kindest  heart  there  ever  was. 
Lord  Ernest  Bruce,  so  full  of  fun,  appre- 
ciating and  enjoying  it  more  when  he  was 
stone  deaf  than  many  of  those  who  could 
hear.  Malakofi  and  Persigny,  both  risen 
from  the  people,  the  former  bearing  it  on 
every  feature  of  his  face  and  gesture,  yet  so 
true  and  honest ;  the  latter  looking  the 
finished,  courtly  diplomat  that  he  was,  from 
mixing  so  much  in  foreign  society. 

Then  there  are  my  humbler  friends  :  the 
old   servant  at   Madame   de  L 's,  the 
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Breton  and  Norman  peasants — in  fact,  too 
many  to  enumerate.  I  knew  them  all  so 
intimately,  and  many  of  them  were  my 
contemporaries. 

They  have  all  trod  the  path  that  you 
and  I,  my  reader,  be  it  soon  or  be  it  late, 
must  tread.  They  all  seem  to  pass  before 
me  as  I  sit  dreaming — dreaming — thinking 
— thinking — the  shadows  growing  longer 
and  longer,  the  twilight  deepening  and 
deepening.  Yes,  the  shadows  will  grow 
longer  and  longer  yet,  the  twilight  will 
deepen  and  deepen  yet  more,  '  until  the 
dawn  breaks,  and  the  shadows  flee  away,' 

'  And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile, 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile.' 
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Irish  Pre-Christian  Antiquities.     By  W 

0  WOOD-MAKTIN,  M.R.I. A.  Withcij 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  15^. 


Wylie — HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND  UNDER 

wENRY  J7;  By  JAMES  HAMILTON 
WYLIE,  M.A.,  one  of  H.M.  Inspectors 
t  Schools.  4  vols.  Crown  8vo  Vol 
L,  1399-1404,  ios.  6d.  Vol.  II.  iv' 
Vol.  III.  ly.  Vol.  IV.  21  s 


by  G.  F.  SAVAGE  ARMSTRONG. 
8vo.,  js.  6d. 


Biography,  Personal  Memoirs,  &c. 

•uncan — ADMIRAL  DUNCAN.  By  the 
LARL  OF  CAMPERDOWN.  With  3  Por 
traits.  8vo. ,  i6s. 


Fcp 
F 


Bacon. — THE  LETTERS  AND  LIFE  OF 
FRANCIS  BACON,  INCLUDING  ALL  HIS 
OCCASIONAL  WORKS.  Edited  by  JAMES 
SPEDDING.  7  vols.  8vo. ,  ^4  45. 

Bagehot.  —  BIOGRAPHICAL  STUDIES. 
By  WALTER  BAGEHOT.  Cr.  8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 

Blackwell. — PIONEER  WORK  IN  OPEN- 
ING THE  MEDICAL  PROFESSION  TO 
WOMEN  :  Autobiographical  Sketches. 
By  Dr.  ELIZABETH  BLACKWELL.  Cr. 
8vo.,  6s. 

Boyd  (A.  K.  H.).    ('A.K.H.B.'). 

TWENTY-FIVE  YEARS  OF  ST.  ANDREWS. 

1865-1890.      2  Vols.      8VO.     Vol.   I.,   I2S 

Vol.  II.,  i$s. 
ST.     ANDREWS     AND     ELSEWHERE  : 

Glimpses  of  Some  Gone  and  of  Things 

Left.     8vo. ,  15-f. 
THE  LAST  YEARS  OF  ST.  ANDREWS  : 

September,  1890,  to  September,  1895. 

8vo.,  15.?. 

Buss.— FRANCES  MARY  Buss  AND  HER 
WORK  FOR  EDUCATION.  By  ANNIE 
E.  RIDLEY.  With  5  Portraits  and  4 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo. ,  js.  6i/. 

Carlyle. — THOMASCARLYLE  :  a  History 

Of  his  Life.  ByjAMESANTHONYFROUDE. 

1795-1835.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo. ,  js, 
1834-1881.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo. ,  75. 

Digby.— THE  LIFE  OF  SIR  KEN  ELM 
DIGBY,  by  one  of  his  Descendants, 
the  Author  of  'The  Lifr  of  a  Con- 
spirator,' 'A  Life  of  Archbishop  Laud,' 
etc.  With  7  Illustrations.  8vo.,  161. 


Erasmus.— LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF 
ERASMUS.  By  JAMES  ANTHONY 
FROUDE.  Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

FALK  LANDS.  By  the  Author  of  'The 
Life  of  Sir  Kenel'm  Digby,'  '  The  Life 
of  a  Prig,'  etc.  With  Portraits  and 
other  Illustrations.  8vo. ,  los.  bd. 

Fox.— THE  EARLY  HISTORY  OF  CHARLES 
JAMES  Fox.     By  the  Right  Hon.  SirG. 
O.  TREVELYAN,  Bart. 
Library  Edition.     8vo. ,  i8s. 
Cabinet  Edition.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

Halifax.— THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF 
SIR  GEORGE  SAVILE,  BARONKT,  FIRST 
M.vvoi.'is  OK  HALIFAX.  With  a 
Ediiion  of  his  Works,  now  for  th>-  first 
time  collected  and  revised.  By  H.  C. 
FOXCROFT.  2  vols.  8vo. ,  32^. 

Hamilton. — LIFE  OF  SIR  WILLIAM 
HAMILTON.  By  R.  P.  GRAVES.  8vo. 
3  vols.  155.  each.  ADDENDUM.  8vo.,6<£ 

Havelock.— MEMOIRS  OF  SIR  HKNRY 
HAVEI.OCK,  K.C.B.  By  JOHN  CLAKK 
MAKSHMAN.  Crown  8vo.,  3*.  6d. 

Haweis.— MY  MUSICAL  LIFE.  By  the 
Rev.  H.  R.  HAWKIS.  With  Portrait  of 
Richard  Wagner  and  3  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  ^s.  6d. 

Holroyd.— THE  GIRLHOOD  OF  MARIA 

''•;.\  Hoi.Rnvi)  (Lidy  Stanley  of 
Aldcrlv).  Recorded  in  Letters  of  a 

Ired  Vears  Ago,  from  1776-1796. 
Edited  by  J.  H.  ADEANK.  \Vuh  6 
Portraits.  8vo.,  i&f. 
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Jackson.— THE  LIFE  OK  STONEWALL 
JACKSON.  By  Lieut. -Col.  G.  K.  HEN- 
DERSON. York  and  Lancaster  Regiment. 
With  Portrait,  Maps  and  Plans.  2 
vols.  Svo. .  421. 

Lejeune. — MEMOIRS   OF    BARON    LE- 
JEUNE,     Aide-de-Camp    to     Marshals 
Berthier,  Davout,  and  Oudinot.    Trans- 
lated.    2  vols.     8vo.,  241. 
Luther.— LIKE    OK    LUTHER.       By 
JULIUS   KOSTLIN.     With  Illustrations 
from   Authentic    Sources.      Translated 
from  the  German.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Macaulay. — THE  LIKE  AND  LETTERS 
OF  LORD  MACAULAY.    By  the  Right 
Hon.  SirG.O.TREVELYAN,  Bart.,  M.  P. 
Popular  Edit.   \  vol.  Cr.  8vo. ,  ar.  6d. 
Students  Edition.   I  vol.  Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 
Cabinet  Edition.  2  vols.  Post8vo.,i2j. 
Library  Edition.     2  vols.     8vo. ,  36*. 
'  Edinburgh  Edition. '     z  vols.     8vo. ,  I 

6s.  each. 

Marbot. — THE  MEMOIRS  OK  THE  BARON  ; 
DE    MARBOT.      Translated    from    the 
French.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  75. 
Max  Mtiller.— AULD  LANG  SYNE.   By 
the  Right  Hon.  Professor  F.  MAX  MUL- 
LER.    With  Portrait.     8vo.,  IQS.  6d. 

Nansen.  — FRIDTJOK  NANSEN,  1861- 
1893.  By  W.C.  BROGGER  and  NORDAHL 
ROLKSEN.  Translated  by  WILLIAM 
ARCHER.  With  8  Plates,  48  Illustrations 
in  the  Text,  and  3  Maps.  8vo.,  izs.  6d. 

Place. — THE  LIFE  OF  FRANCIS  PLACE. 
By  GRAHAM  WALLAS.  8vo.,  izs. 

Rawlinson.— A  MEMOIR  OF  MAJOR- 
GENERAL  SIR  HENRY  CRESWICKE 
RAWLINSON,  Bart.,  K.C.B.  By  GEO. 
RAWLINSON,  M.A.,  F.R.G.S.,  Canon 
of  Canterbury.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Field-Marshal  LORD  ROBERTS  of 
Kandahar,  V.C.  With  Map,  3  Por- 
traits and  an  Illustration.  Svo.,  i6s. 


Reeve--TnE  LIKE  AND  LETTKK 
HENRY  REEVE,  C.  B.,  late  Editor  of  the! 
'  Edinburgh  Review,'  and  Registrar  ofl 
the  Privy  Council.     By  J.  K.  LAUGH- 
TON,  M.A. 

Romanes. — THE  LIKE  AND  LETTERS! 
OF  GEORGE  JOHN  ROMANES,  M.A.,*1 
LL.D.,  F.R.S.  Written  and  Edited! 
by  his  Wife.  With  Portrait  and  aj 
Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo. ,  6s. 

Seebohm. — THE  OXKORD  REKORMERS 
— JOHNCOLET,  ERASMUS  AND  THOMAS 
MORE  :  a  History  of  their  Fellow- Work. ' 
By  FREDERIC  SEEBOHM.  8vo.,  141. 

Shakespeare.— OUTLINES  OF  THE 
LIFE  OF  SHAKESPEARE.  By  J.  O. 
HALLIWELL-PHILLIPPS.  With  Illus- 
trations and  Facsimiles.  2  vols. 
Royal  8vo.,  £1  is. 

Shakespeare's  TRUE  LIKE.  By  JAS. 
WALTER.  With  500  Illustrations  by 
GERALD  E.  MOIRA.  Imp.  8vo.,  2u. 

Verney.— MEMOIRS  OF  THE  VEKNEY 

FAMILY. 

Vols.  I.  and  II.  DURING  THE  CIVIL 
WAR.  By  FRANCES  PARTHENOPB 
VERNEY.  With  38  Portraits,  Wood- 
cuts and  Facsimile.  Royal  8vo.,  42*. 

Vol.  III.  DURING  THE  COMMON- 
WEALTH. 1650-1660.  By  MARGARET 
M.  VERNEY.  With  10  'Portraits,  &c. 
Royal  8vo.,  2u. 

Wakley.— THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES  OF 
THOMAS  WAKLEY,  Founder  and  First 
Editor  of  the  '  Lancet, '  Member  of 
Parliament  for  Finsbury,  and  Coroner 
for  West  Middlesex.  By  S.  SQUIRE 
SPRIGGE,  M.B.  Cantab.  With  2  Por- 
traits. 8vo.,  i8j. 

Wellington.— LIFE  OF  THE  DUKE  OF 
WELLINGTON.  By  the  Rev.  G.  R. 
GLEIG,  M.A.  Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
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Arnold. — SEAS  AND  LANDS.     By  Sir ,  Bent. — THE  RUINED  CITIES  OF  MASH- 


EDWIN  ARNOLD.    With  71  Illustrations. 
Cr.  Svo. ,  y.  6d. 
Baker  (Sir  S.  W.). 
EIGHT  YEARS  IN  CEYLON.     With  6 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

THE  RlKLE  AND  THE  HOUND  IN  CEY- 
LON. With  6  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo. , 
y.  6a. 


ONALAND :  being  a  Record  of  Excava- 
tion and  Exploration  in  1891.  By  J. 
THEODORE  BENT.  With  117  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo.,  3*.  6d. 
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Bicknell.— TRAVEL  AND  ADVENTURK 
IN  NORTHERN  QUKKNSLAND.  By 
ARTHUR  C.  BICKNKLL.  With  24 
Plates  and  22  Illustrations  in  the  text. 
8vo. ,  15.5. 

Brassey.— VOYAGES  AND  TRAVELS  OK 
LORD  BRASSEY,  K.C.B.,  D.C.L.,  1862- 
1894.  Arranged  and  Edited  by  Captain 

S.      EARDLEY-WlLMOT.         2  vols.        Cr. 

8vo. ,  ios. 
Brassey  (The  late  LADY). 

A  VOYAGE  IN  THE  ' SUNBEAM  ' ;  OUR 

HOME  ON  THE  OCEAN  FOR  ELEVEN 

MONTHS. 

Cabinet  Edition.  With  Map  and  66 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  js.  6d. 

Silver  Library  Edition.  With  66 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  35.  6J. 

Popular  Edition.  With  60  Illustra- 
tions. 410.,  6d.  sewed,  is.  cloth, 

School  Edition.  With  37  Illustrations. 
Fcp.,  2j.cloth,  or  3.5. white  parchment. 

SUNSHINE  AND  STORM  IN  THE  EAST. 
Cabinet  Edition.     With  2  Maps  and 
114  Illustrations.   Crown  8vo. ,  js.  6d. 
Popular  Edition.     With  103  Illustra- 
tions.    410. ,  6d.  sewed,  is.  cloth. 

IN  THE  TRADES,  THE  TROPICS,  AND 

THE  '  ROARING  FORTIES'. 

Cabinet  Edition.  With  Map  and  220 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo. ,  js.  6i<. 

Popular  Edition.  With  183  Illustra- 
tions. 4to. ,  6d.  sewed,  is.  cloth. 

THREE  VOYAGES  IN  THE  '  SUNBEAM  '. 
Popular  Edition.  With  346  Illustra- 
tions. 410. ,  us.  6d. 

Browning.— A  GIRL'S  WANDERINGS 
IN  HUNGARY.  By  H.  ELLEN  BROWN- 
ING. With  Map  and  20  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  31.  6d. 

Churchill.— THE  STORY  OF  THE  MA- 
LAKAND  FIELD  FORCE.  By  Lieut. 
WINSTON  L.  SPENCER  CHURCHIM. 
With  Maps  and  Plans.  Cr.  8vo.,  ?s.  6d. 

Fronde  (JAMES  A.). 

OCEANA  :  or  England  and  her  Colonies. 
With  9  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo., 
25.  boards,  2s.  6d.  cloth. 

THE  ENGLISH  IN  THE  WEST  INDIES: 
or  the  Bow  of  Ulysses.  With  9  Illus- 
trations. Cr.  8vo. ,  2s.  bds. ,  as.  6i/.  cl. 


Ho  witt.— VISITS     TO     REMARK 

5,  Old  Halls,  Battl. 
Scenes  illustrative  of  Striking  Passage* 
in  English  History  and  Poetry.  By 
WILLIAM  HOVVITT.  With  80  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo. ,  35.  6d. 
Jones.  — ROCK  CLIMBING  IN  THE 
ENGLISH  LAKE  DISTRICT.  By  OWEN 
GLYNNE  JONES,  B.Sc.  (Lond.),  Member 
of  the  Alpine  Club.  With  30  Full-page 
Illustrations  and  9  Lithograph  Plate 
Diagrams  of  the  Chief  Routes.  8vo., 
15.?.  net. 

Knight  (E.  F.). 

THE  CRUISE  OF  THE  'ALERTE':  the 
Narrative  of  a  Search  for  Treasure  on 
the  Desert  Island  of  Trinidad.  With 
2  Maps  and  23  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 

WHERE  THREE  EMPIRES  MEET:  a  Nar- 
rative of  Recent  Travel  in  Kashmir, 
Western  Tibet,  Baltistan,  Ladak, 
Gilgit,  and  the  adjoining  Countries. 
With  a  Map  and  54  Illustrations. 
Cr.  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

THE  '  FALCON  '  ON  THE  BALTIC  :  a 
Voyage  from  London  to  Copenhagen 
in  a  Three-Tonner.      With  10  Full- 
page  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 
Lees  and.  Clutterbuck.— B.  C.  1887: 
A  RAMBLE  IN  BRITISH  COLUMBIA.    By 
J.  A.  LEES  and  W.  J.  CLUTTERBUCK. 
With  Map  and  75  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo., 
y.6d. 

Max  Miiller. — LETTERS  FROM  CON- 
STANTINOPLE. By  Mrs.  MAX  MULI.ER. 
With  12  Views  of  Constantinople  and 
the  neighbourhood.  Crown  8vo.,  6j. 

IsTansen  (FRIDTJOF). 
THE  FIRST  CROSSING  OF  GREENLAND. 
Writh  numerous   Illustrations  and  a 
Map.      Crown  8vo. ,  3*.  (xt. 
ESKIMO  LIFE.     With  31   Illustrations. 
8vo.,  i6s. 

Oliver.— CRAGS  AND  CRATERS  :  Ram- 
bles in  the  Island  of  Reunion.  By 
WILLIAM  DUDLEY  OLIVER,  M.A. 
\Viih  27  Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Cr. 
8vo.,  6s. 

Quillinan.  —  JOURNAL    OF    A 
MONTHS'  RESIDENCE  IN  PORT; 
and  Glimpses  of  the  South  of  .*- 
By   Mrs.    QUILLINAN    (i'ora  \v 
worth).    New   Edition.       Kdurd.   with 
Memoir,  by  EDMUND  I.KK,  Author  of 
'Dorothy  Wordsworth.'  etc,       Crown 
8vo.,  6J. 
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Smith. — CLIMBING  IN  THK  BRITISH 
ISLES.  By  W.  P.  HASKETT  SMITH. 
With  Illustrations  by  ELLIS  CARR,  and 
Numerous  Plans. 

Part  I.  ENGLAND.    i6mo.,  y.  6d. 

Part  II.    WALES    AND     IRELAND. 
i6mo.,  y.  6d. 


Stephen.  —  THE  PLAYGROUND  OF 
EUROPE.  By  LESLIE  STEPHEN.  New 
Edition,  with  Additions  and  4  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo. ,  6s.  net. 


THREE  IN  NORWAY.  By  Two  ot 
Them.  With  a  Map  and  59  Illustra- 
tions. Cr.  8vo. ,  2S.  boards,  as.  6</.  cloth. 

Tyndall.— THE  GLACIERSOFTHE  ALPS: 
being  a  Narrative  of  Excursions  ami 
Ascents.  An  Account  of  the  Origin  am! 
Phenomena  of  Glaciers,  and  an  Exposi- 
tion of  the  Physical  Principles  to  which 
they  are  related.  By  JOHN  TYNDALL, 
F.  R.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s.  6d.  net. 

i  Vivian.— SERVI\  :  the  Poor  Man's 
Paradise.  By  HERBERT  VIVIAN,  M.A. 
8vo. ,  ly. 


Sport  and  Pastime. 
THE   BADMINTON  LIBRARY. 


Edited  by  HIS   GRACE  THE   DUKE  OF    BEAUFORT,    K.G.,   and 
A.  E.  T.  WATSON. 

Complete  in  28  Volumes.     Crown  8vo.,  Price  IDS.  6d.  each  Volume,  Cloth. 


*,*  The  Volumes  are  also  issued  half-bound  in  Leather,  with  gilt  top. 
be  had  from  all  Booksellers. 


The  price  can 


ARCHERY.  By  C.  J.  LONGMAN  and 
Col.  H.  WALROND.  With  Contribu- 
tions by  Miss  LEGH,  Viscount  DILLON, 
&c.  With  2  Maps,  23  Plates,  and  172 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo. , 
ioj.  6d. 

ATHLETICS  AND  FOOTBALL.  By 
MONTAGUE  SHEARMAN.  With  6 
Plates  and  52  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Crown  8vo. ,  los.  6d. 

BIG   GAME  SHOOTING.      By  CLIVE 

PHILLIPPS-WOLLEY. 

Vol.  I.  AFRICA  AND  AMERICA.  With 
Contributions  by  Sir  SAMUEL  W. 
BAKER,  W.  C.  OSWELL,  F.  C. 
SELOUS,  &c.  With  20  Plates  and 

f7  Illustrations  in  the  Text.     Crown 
TO.,  lor.  6d. 


BIG  GAME  SHOOTING— continued. 

Vol.  II.  EUROPE.  ASIA,  AND  THK 
ARCTIC  REGIONS.  With  Contribution - 
by  Lieut. -Colonel  R.  HEHEK 
Major  ALGERNON  C.  HKKKR  I'KKCY, 
&c.  With  17  Plates  and  56  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo. , 
IQJ.  6d. 


BILLIARDS.  By  Major  W.  BROADFOOT, 
R.E.  With  Contributions  by  A.  H. 
BOYD,  SYDENHAM  DIXON,  W.  J. 
FORD,  &c.  With  n  Plates,  19  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text,  and  numerous 
Diagrams.  Crown  8vo. ,  los.  6d. 

BOATING.  By  W.  B.  WOODGATK 
With  10  Plates,  39  Illustrations  in  the 
Text,  and  4  Maps  of  Rowing  Courses. 
Crown  8vo. ,  IQS,  6d. 
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THE  BADMINTON 


COURSING  AND  FALCONRY  By 
HARDING  Cox  and  the  Hon.  GERALD 
LASCELLES.  With  20  Plates  and 
56  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo. ,  ioj.  6d. 

CRICKET.  By  A.  G.  STEEL,  and  the 
Hon.  R.  H.  LYTTELTON.  With  Con- 
tributions by  ANDREW  LANG,  W.  G 
GRACE,  F.  GALE,  &c.  With  12  Plates 
and  52  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo. ,  ioj.  6d. 

CYCLING.  By  the  EARL  OF  ALBE- 
MARI.E,  and  G.  LACY  HILLIER.  With 
19  Plates  and  44  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.  Crown  8vo.,  IQJ.  6d. 

DANCING.  By  Mrs.  LILLY  GROVE, 
F.R.G.S.  With  Contributions  by  Miss 
MIDDLETON,  The  Honourable  Mrs 
ARMYTAGE,  &c.  With  Musical  Ex- 
amples, and  38  Full-page  Plates  and 
93  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo.,  ioj.  6d. 

DRIVING.  By  His  Grace  the  DUKE  OF 
BEAUFORT,  K.G.  With  Contributions 
by  other  Authorities.  With  12  Plates 
and  54  Illustrations  in  the  Text 
Crown  8vo. ,  IDJ.  6d. 

FENCING,  BOXING,  AND  WREST- 
LING. By  WALTER  H.  POLLOCK, 
F.  C.  GROVE,  C.  PREVOST,  E.  B. 
MITCHELL,  and  WALTER  ARMSTRONG. 
With  18  Plates  and  24  Illustrations  in 
the  Text.  Crown  8vo.,  ioj.  &/. 

FISHING.   By  H.  CHOLMONDELEY-PEN- 

NELL. 

Vol.  I.  SALMON  AND  TROUT.  With 
Contributions  by  H.  R.  FRANCIS, 
Major  JOHN  P.  TRAHERNE,  &c. 
With  9  Plates  and  numerous  Illustra- 
tions of  Tackle,  &c.  Crown  8vo., 
ioj.  6d. 

Vol.    II.       PlKE    AND    OTHER    COARSE 

FISH.  With  Contributions  by  the 
MARQUIS  OF  EXETER,  WILLIAM 
SENIOR,  G.  CHRISTOPHER  DA  VIES. 
&c.  With  7  Plates  and  numerous 
Illustrations  of  Tackle,  &c.  Crown 
8vo. ,  ioj.  6d. 


G  uVfu  r>By  "ORACK  G-  HUTCHINSON. 
With  Contributions  by  the  Rt.  Hon  A 
J.  BAI.FOUR,  M.P.,  Sir  WAI.TFK 
SIMPSON,  Bart,  ANDREW  LANG,  &c 
With  25  Plates  and  65  Illustrations  in 
the  Text.  Cr.  8vo.,  ioj.  6d. 

H  UNTING.    By  His  Grace  the  DUK  E  o» 
BEAUFORT     K.G.,     and     MOWBRAY 
MORRIS.      With  Contributions  by  the 
EARL  OF  SUFFOLK    AND   BERKSI'UKK 
Rev.  E.  W.  L.  DAVIES,  G.  H.  LONG^ 
MAN,  &c.    With  5  Plates  and  54  Illus- 
trations  in   the    Text.      Crown    8vo 
ioj.  6.1. 

MOUNTAINEERING.  By  C.  T.  DENT. 
With  Contributions  by  Sir  W.  M,  CON- 
WAY,  D.  W.  FRESHFIELD,  C.  E.  MA- 
THEWS.  &c.  With  13  Plates  and  95 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo., 
ioj.  6J. 

POETRY  OF  SPORT  (THE). -Selected 
by  HEDLEY  PEEK.  With  a  Chapter  on 
Classical  Allusions  to  Sport  by  ANDREW 
LANG,  and  a  Special  Preface  to  the 
Badminton  Library  by  A.  E.  T.  WAT- 
SON. With  32  Plates  and  74  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo. ,  ioj.  6d. 


RACING  AND  STEEPLE-CHASING. 
By  the  EARL  OF  SUFFOLK  AND  BKKK- 
SHIRE,  W.  G.  CRAVEN,  the  Ho- 
LAWLEY,  ARTHUR  COVENTRY,  and 
ALFRED  E.  T.  WATSON.  With 
Frontispiece  and  56  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.  Crown  8vo. .  IQJ.  6d. 

RIDING   AND    POLO.       By    Captain 
ROBERT  WEIR,  the  DUKE  OP  BEAU- 
FORT,   the    EARL   OF  SIKK. >I.K 
BERKSHIRE,  the   EARL  OF  ON-; 
&c.      With  18  Plates  and  41  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo.,  IQJ.  6d. 


SEA  FISHING.    By  JOHN  BICKIRDTM, 
Sir  H.  W.  GORE-BOOTH,  ALFRI 
HARMSWORTH.  and  V  With 

22  Full-page  Plates  and   175  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo.,  io».  6J. 
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Sport  and  Pastime — continued. 
THE  BADMINTON  LIBRARY— continued. 


SHOOTING. 

Vol.  I.  FIELD  AND  COVERT.    By  LORD  \ 
WALSiNGHAMandSir  RALPH  PAYMK- 
GALLWEY,    Rart.      With  Contribu- 
tions by  the    Hon.    GERALD    I.. NA- 
CELLES and  A.  J.  STUART- WORTI.EY. 
With  ii  Plates  and  94  Illustrations  , 
in  the  Text.     Crown  8vo. ,  los.  fxi. 

Vol.  II.  MOOR  AND  MARSH.  By  LORD  ; 
WALSINGHAM  and  Sir  RALPH  PAYNE- 
GALUVEY,  Bart.    With  Contributions  , 
by  LORD  LovATand  LORD  CHARLES  } 
LENNOX  KERR.     With  8  Plates  and 
57  Illustrations  in  the  Text.     Crown 
8vo. ,  ioj.  6d. 

SKATING,  CURLING,  TOBOGGAN- 
ING. By  J.  M.  HEATHCOTE,  C.  G. 
TEBBUIT,  T.  MAXWELL  WITHAM, 
Rev.  JOHN  KERR,  ORMOND  HAKE, 
HHNKY  A.  BUCK,  &c.  With  12  Plates 
and  272  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Cr. 
8vo. ,  ioj.  dd. 

SWIMMING.  By  ARCHIBALD  SINCLAIR 
and  WILLIAM  HENRY,  Hon.  Sees,  of 
the  Life-Saving  Society.  With  13  Plates 
and  106  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Cr. 

8vo. ,  lor.  6d. 


TENNIS.  LAWN  TENNIS,  RAC- 
QUETS, AND  FIVES.  By  J.  M.  and 
C.  G.  HEATHCOTE,  E.  O.  PLKYDELL- 
BOUVERIE.  and  A.  C.  AINGER.  With 
Contributions  by  the  Hon.  A.  LYTTEL- 
TON,  W.  C.  MARSHALL,  Miss  L.  DOD, 
&c.  With  12  Plates  and  67  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo. ,  tos.  6d. 

YACHTING. 

Vol.  I.  CRUISING,  CONSTRUCTION  OF 
YACHTS,  YACHT  RACING  RULES, 
FITTING-OUT,  &c.  By  Sir  EDWARD 
SULLIVAN,  Bart.,  THE  EARL  OF 
PEMBROKE,  LORD  BRASSEY,  K.C.  B., 
C.  E.  SETH-SMITH,  C.B.,  G.  L. 
WATSON,  R.  T.  PRITCHETT,  I-:.  F. 
KNIGHT,  &c.  With  21  Plates  and 
93  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  and  from 
Photographs.  Crown  8vo. ,  io.?.  6d. 

Vol.  II.  YACHT  CLUBS,  YACHTING  IN 
AMERICA  AND  THE  COLONIES,  YACHT 
RACING,  &c.  By  R.  T.  PRITCHETT, 
THE  MARQUIS  OF  DUFFERIN  AND 
AVA,  K.P.,  THE  EARL  OF  ONSLOW, 
JAMES  MCFERRAN,  &c.  With  35 
Plates  and  160  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.  Crown  8vo.,  IQJ.  6d. 


FUR,   FEATHER  AND   FIN   SERIES. 

Edited  by  A.  E.  T.  WATSON. 
Crown  8vo. ,  price  $s.  each  Volume. 

*  ,*  The  Volumes  are  also  issued  half-bound  in  Leather,  with  gilt  top. 
be  had  from  all  Booksellers. 


The  price  can 


THE  PARTRIDGE.  Natural  History, 
by  the  Rev.  H.  A.  MACPHERSON  ; 
Shooting,  by  A.  J.  STUART- WORTLEY  ; 
Cookery,  by  GEORGE  SAINTSBURY. 
With  ii  Illustrations  and  various  Dia- 
grams in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo.,  5^. 


THE  GROUSE.  Natural  History,  by  the 
Rev.  H.  A.  MACPHERSON;  Shooting, 
by  A.  J.  STUART- WORTLEY  ;  Cookery, 
by  GEORGE  SAINTSBURY.  With  13 
Illustrations  and  various  Diagrams 
in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo. ,  y. 


THE  PHEASANT.  Natural  History,  by 
the  Rev.  H.  A.  MACPHERSON  ;  Shooting, 
by  A.  J.  STUART-WORTLEY;  Cookeiy, 
by  ALEXANDER  iNNEsSHAND.  Withio 
Illustrations  and  various  Diagrams 
Crown  8vo. ,  55. 

THE  HARE.     Natural  History,  by  the 
Rev.   H.  A.  MACPHERSON  ;   Shooting, 
by    the    Hon.    GERALD    LASCH 
Coursing,  by  CHARLES  RICHAK: 
Hunting,  by  J.  S.  GIP.HONS  and  G.  H. 
LONGMAN;  Cookery,  by  Col.  KENNEY 
HKKIIKRT.     With  9  Illustrations.     Cr. 
8vo.,  v. 
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Sport  and  Pastime—  continued. 
FUR,  FEATHER  AND  FIN  SERIES- continued. 


RED  DEER.  Natural  History,  by 
the  Rev.  H.  A.  MACPHEUSON  ;  Deer 
Stalking,  by  CAMERON  OF  LOCHIEL. 
Stag  Hunting,  by  Viscount  EKRING- 
TON  ;  Cookery,  by  ALEXANDER  INNES 
SHAND.  With  10  Illustrations  by  J. 
CHARLTON  and  A.  THORBURN.  Cr. 
8vo. ,  5-r. 

THE  RABBIT.  By  J.  E.  HARTING,  &c. 
With  Illustrations.  [/n  preparation. 


WILDFOWL.      By    the     Hon.    JOHN 

SCOTT  MONTAGU.    With  Illustrations. 

[/«  preparation. 

THE  SALMON.     By  the  Hon.   A.    E. 

GATHORNE-HARDY.  With  Illustrations. 

[/«  t he  press. 

THE  TROUT.      By  the  MARQUIS  OF 
GRANBY,  &c.    With  Illustrations. 

[In  the  press. 


Andre. — COLONEL  BOGEY'S  SKETCH- 
BOOK. Comprising  an  Eccentric  Col- 
lection of  Scribbles  and  Scratches  found 
in  disused  Lockers  and  swept  up  in  the 
Pavilion,  together  with  sundry  After- 
Dinner  Sayings  of  the  Colonel.  By  R. 
ANDRE,  West  Herts  Golf  Club. 
Oblong  4to. ,  25.  6d. 

BADMINTON  MAGAZINE  (THE) 
OF  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES. 
Edited  by  ALFRED  E.  T.  WATSON 
('  Rapier  ').  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Price  is.  Monthly. 
Vols.  I.-V.,  6s.  each. 

DEAD  SHOT  (THE) :  or,  Sportsman's 
Complete  Guide.  Being  a  Treatise  on 
the  Use  of  the  Gun,  with  Rudimentary 
and  Finishing  Lessons  on  the  Art  of 
Shooting  Game  of  all  kinds.  Also 
Game-driving,  Wildfowl  and  Pigeon- 
shooting,  Dog-breaking,  etc.  By  MARKS- 
MAN. With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  IDS.  6d. 

Ellis. — CHESS  SPARKS  ;  or,  Short  and 
Bright  Games  of  Chess.  Collected  and 
Arranged  by  J.  H.  ELLIS,  M.A.  8vo., 
45.  6d. 

Folkard.  —  THE  WILD-FOWLER:  A 
Treatise  on  Fowling,  Ancient  and 
Modern  ;  descriptive  also  of  Decoys 
and  Flight-ponds,  Wild-fowl  Shooting, 
Gunning-punts,  Shooting-yachts,  Ac. 
Also  Fowling  in  the  Fens  and  in  Foreign 
Countries,  Rock-fowling,  &c.,  &c. ,  by 
H.  C.  FOLKARD.  With  13  Engravings 
on  Steel,  and  several  Woodcuts.  8vo., 
i2J.  fyt, 


Ford. — THE  THEORY  AND  PRACTICE  OP 
ARCHERY.  BY  HORACE  FORD.  New 
Edition,  thoroughly  Revised  and  Re- 
written by  W.  BUTT,  M.A.  With  a  Pre- 
face by  C.  J.  LONGMAN,  M.A.  8vo.,  141. 

Francis.— A  BOOK  ON  ANGLING  :  or. 
Treatise  on  the  Art  of  Fishing  in  every 
Branch ;  including  full  Illustrated  List 
of  Salmon  Flies.  By  FRANCIS  FRANCIS. 
With  Portrait  and  Coloured  Plates. 
Crown  8vo.,  15^. 

Gibson. — TOBOGGANING  ON  CROOKED 
RUNS.  By  the  Hon.  HARRY  GIBSON. 
With  Contributions  by  F.  DE  B.  STRICK- 
LAND and  ' LADY-TOBOGGANER".  With 
40  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

Graham.— COUNTRY  PASTIMES  FOB 
BOYS.  By  P.  ANDERSON  GRAHAM. 
With  252  Illustrations  from  Drawings 
and  Photographs.  Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Lang.— ANGLING  SKETCHES.  By  A. 
LANG.  With  20  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 

Lillie.— CROQUET  :  its  History,  Rules, 
and  Secrets.  By  ARTHUR  Ln.i.iE, 
Champion  Grand  National  Croquet 
Club,  1872  ;  Winner  of  the  '  All-Comers' 
Championship, 'Maidstone,  1896.  With 
4  Full-page  Illustrations  by  LI 
DAVIS,  15  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  and 
27  Diagrams.  Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Longman.— CHESS  OPENINGS.  By 
FREDERICK  W.  LONGMAN.  Fcp.  8vo., 
zs.  6d. 

Madden.— THE    DIARY    OP 
WILLIAM  SIIJ^NCK  :  A  Sn. 

1  of  Elizabethan  5 

the  Right  Hon.  D.  H.  MADPKN.  Vice- 
Chancellor  of  the  University  of  Dublin, 
gvo,,  i6s. 
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Sport  and  Pastime — continued. 
Ma skelyne.— SHARPS  AND  FLATS  :  a  Proctor.— How 

Complete  Revelation  of  the   S-crets  of 

Cheating  at  Games  of  Chance  and  Skill. 

By  JOHN  NKVIL   MASK,  I.YM:,  of  the 

Egyption  Hall.     With  62  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
Park.— THE    GAME    OF    GOLF.       By 

\VII.LIAM     PARK,    Junr.,     Champion 

Golfer.   1887-89.       With  17  Plates  and 

26  Illustrations   in   the  Text.       Crown 

8vo. ,  7s.  6d 
Payne-Gallwey  (Sir  RALPH,  Bart.). 

LETTERS  TO  YOUNG  SHOOTERS  (First 
Series).  On  theChoiceandUseofa  Gun. 
With  41  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo. ,  75.  6d. 

LETTERS  TO  YOUNG  SHOOTERS  (Second 
Series).  On  the  Production,  Preserva- 
tion, and  Killing  of  Game.  With  Direc- 
tions in  Shooting  Wood- Pigeons  and, 

Breaking-in   Retrievers.     With  Por-  j  Ronalds.— THE    FLY-FISHER'S  ENTO- 
trait  and    103   Illustrations.      Crown 


TO  PLAY  WHIST  : 
WITH  THE  LAWS  AND  ETIQUETTE  OF 
WHIST.  By  RICHARD  A.  PROCTOR. 
Crown  8vo. ,  3*.  6d. 

Bibblesdale. — THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS 
AND  STAG-HUNTING  RECOLLECTIONS. 
By  LORD  RIBBLESDALE,  Master  of  the 
Buckhounds,  1892-95.  With  Introduc- 
tory Chapter  on  the  Hereditary  Master- 
ship by  E.  BURROWS.  With  24  Plates 
and  35  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  in- 
cluding reproductions  from  Oil  Paintings 
in  the  possession  of  Her  Majesty  the 
Queen  at  Windsor  Castle  and  Cumber- 
land Lodge,  Original  Drawings  by  G. 
D.  GILES,  and  from  Prints  and  Photo- 
graphs. 8vo.,  25*. 


MOLOGY.    By  ALFRED  RONALDS.   With 
20  Coloured  Plates.     8vo. ,  14*. 


8vo.,  izr.  6d. 
LETTERS  TO  YOUNG  SHOOTERS  (Third 

Series).     Comprising  a  Short  Natural  |  Thompson  and  Cannan. 


History  of  the  Wildfowl  that  are  Rare  j 
or  Common  to  the  British  Islands, 
with  Complete  Directions  in  Shooting 
Wildfowl  on  the  Coast  and  Inland. 
With  200  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo. ,  i8j. 
Pole  (WILLIAM). 

THE  THEORY  OF  THE  MODERN  SCIEN- 
TIFIC GAME  OF  WHIST.  Fcp.  8vo., 
aj.  6d. 

THE  EVOLUTION  OF  WHIST  :  a  Study 
of  the  Progressive  Changes  which  the 
Game  has  undergone.  Crown  8vo., 
ij.  bd. 


HAND- 


IN-HAND  FIGURE  SKATING.  By  NOR- 
CLIFFE  G.  THOMPSON  and  F.  LAURA 
CANNAN,  Members  of  the  Skating  Club. 
With  an  Introduction  by  Captain  J.  H. 
THOMSON,  R.A.  With  Illustrations. 
i6mo. ,  dr. 

Wilcocks.  THE  SEA  FISHERMAN:  Com- 
prising the  Chief  Methods  of  Hook  and 
Line  Fishing  in  the  British  and  other 
Seas,  and  Remarks  on  Nets,  Boats,  and 
Boating.  By  J.  C.  WlLCOCKS.  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 


Veterinary  Medicine,  &c. 


Steel  (JOHN  HENRY). 
A  TREATISE  ON  THE  DISEASES  OF  THE 

DOG.     With  88  Illustrations.     8vo., 

los.  6d. 

A   TREATISE  ON   THE   DISKASES  OF 
•  THE   Ox.      With    119    Illustrations. 

8vo. ,  ty. 
A  TREATISE  ON  THE  DISEASES  OF  THE  , 

SHEEP.  With  100  Illustrations.  8vo.,  i '  Stonehenge.'— THE  DOG  IN  HEALTH 


Schreiner.  —  THE  ANGORA  GOAT 
(published  under  the  auspices  of  the 
South  African  Angora  Goat  Breeders' 
Association),  and  a  Paper  on  the  Ostrich 
(reprinted  from  the  Zoologist  for  March, 
1897).  By  S.  C.  CRONWRIGHT 

SCHRIENER.       8vO. 


OUTLINES  OF  EQUINE  ANATOMY  :    a 

Manual   for   the    use    of   Veterinary 

Students   in   the    Dissecting    Room. 

Crown  8vo. ,  -js.  6d. 

Pitzwygram.-HoRSES  AND  STABLES. 

By  Major-General  Sir  F.  FITZWY 

Bart.     With  56  pages  of  Illustrations. 

8vo. ,  2J.  6d.  net. 


AND   DISEASE.      By   'STONKHENGE '. 
With  78  Wood  Engravings.  8vo. ,  ~js.  6d. 

Youatt  (WILLIAM). 
THE  HORSE.   Revised  and  enlarged.  By 
ATSON,  M.R.C.V.S.     With  52 
Wood  Engravings.     8vo.,  js.  6d. 
THE  Doc.   Revised  and  enlarged.  With 
33  Wood  Engravings.     8vo.,6j. 
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Mental,  Moral,  and 

LOGIC,  RHETORIC, 
Abbott.— THE  ELEMENTS  OF  LOGIC.  By 
T.  K.  ABBOTT,  B.D.     lamo.,  y. 

Aristotle. 

THE  ETHICS:  Greek  Text,  Illustrated 
with  Essay  and  Notes.  By  Sir  ALEX- 
ANDER GRANT,  Bart.  2vols.  8vo.,32j 

AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  ARISTOTLE'S, 
ETHICS.  Books  I. -IV.  (Book  X.  c 
vi.-ix.  in  an  Appendix.)  With  a  con 
tinuous  Analysis  and  Notes.  By  the 
Rev.  EDWARD  MOORE,  D.D.  Cr 
8vo. ,  IQS.  6d. 

Bacon  (FRANCIS). 
COMPLETE  WORKS.     Edited  by  R.  L. 

ELLIS,  JAMES  SPEDDING,  and  D.  D. 

HEATH.    7  vols.    8vo. ,  £*  iy.  6d. 
LETTERS  AND  LIFE,  including  all  his 

occasional  Works.     Edited  by  JAMES 

SPEDDING.    7  vols.     8vo.,  £4  45. 
THE   ESSAYS:    with  Annotations.     By 

RICHARD  WHATELY,   D.D.      8vo., 

IQS.  6d. 
THE  ESSAYS:  Edited,  with  Notes.    By 

F.  STORR  and  C.  H.  GIBSON.      Cr. 

8vo. ,  $s.  6d. 
THE  ESSAYS.  With  Introduction,  Notes, 

and  Index.     By  E.  A.  ABBOTT,  D.D. 

2  vols.    Fcp.  8vo. ,  6j.    The  Text  and 

Index  only,  without  Introduction  and 

Notes,  in  One  Volume.     Fcp.  8vo. , 

zs.  6d. 

Bain  (ALEXANDER). 

MENTAL  SCIENCE.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s.  6d. 

MORAL  SCIENCE.     Crown  8vo.,  4*.  6d. 

The  two  works  as  above  can  be  had  in  one 

volume,  price  loj.  6d. 

SENSES  AND  THE  INTELLECT.  8vo. ,  i5J. 

EMOTIONS  AND  THE  WILL.    8vo.,  155. 

LOGIC,  DEDUCTIVE  AND  INDUCTIVE. 
Part  I.  ,45.  Part  II.,  6s.  6d. 

PRACTICAL  ESSAYS.    Crown  8vo.,  zs. 

Bray. — THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  NECES- 
SITY ;  or  Law  in  Mind  as  in  Matter. 
By  CHARLES  BRAY.  Crown  8vo. ,  $s. 

Crozier  (JOHN  BEATTIE). 
HISTORY  OF  INTELLECTUAL  DEVELOP- 
MI.NT  :  on  the  Lines  of  Modern  Evolu- 
tion. 

Vol.  I.  Greek  and  Hindoo  Thought ; 
Grasco-Roman  Paganism;  Judaism; 
and  Christianity  down  to  the  Hosing  : 
of  the  Schools  of  Athens  by  Justi- : 
nian,  529  A.D.     8vo.,  14*. 


13 

Political  Philosophy. 

PSYCHOLOGY,  &>C. 

Crozier  (JOHN  BEATTIE)— continued 
CIVILISATION  AND  PROGRESS;    being 
the   Outlines  of   a    New  System  of 
Political,  Religious  and  Social  Philo- 
sophy.    8vo.,  14*. 

Davidson.— THE  LOGIC  OF  DEFINI- 
TION, Explained  and  Applied  By 
WILLIAM  L.  DAVIDSON,  M.A.  Cro\\n 
8vo. ,  6s. 

Green  (THOMAS  HILL).    The  Works  of. 
Edited  by  R.  L.  NETTLESHIP. 
Vols.    I.  and  II.  Philosophical  Works. 

8vo.,  i6s.  each. 
Vol.  III.  Miscellanies.     With  Index  to 

the  three  Volumes,  and  Memoir.    8vo.. 

2IS. 

LECTURES  ON   THE    PRINCIPLES   OF 

POLITICAL  OBLIGATION.    8vo. ,  51. 
Hodgson  (SHADWORTH  H.). 

TIME  AND  SPACE:  a  Metaphysical 
Essay.  8vo. ,  i6s. 

Tii!.  THEORY  OF  PRACTICE  :  an  Ethical 
Inquiry.  2  vols.  8vo. ,  245. 

THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  REFLECTION,  a 
vols.  8vo.,  2u. 

THE  METAPHYSIC  OF  EXPERIENCE.  4 
vols.  I.  General  Analysis  of  Experi- 
ence. II.  Positive  Science.  III.  Anal- 
ysis of  Conscious  Action.  IV.  The 
Real  Universe. 

Hume.— THE  PHILOSOPHICAL  WORKS 
OF  DAVID  HUME.  Edited  by  T.  H. 
GREEN  and  T.  H.GROSE.  4  vols.  8vo., 
56.?.  Or  separately,  Essays.  a  vols. 
28.?.  Treatise  of  Human  Nature,  a 
vols.  2&j. 

James. — THE  WILL  TO  BELIEVE,  and 
other  Essays  in  Popular  Philosophy. 
By  WILLIAM  JAMES,  M.D.,  LL.D.,  Ac. 
Crown  8vo. ,  -js.  6d. 

Justinian.— THE  INSTITUTES  OF  JUS- 
TINIAN: Latin  Text,  chiefly  that  of 
Huschke,  with  English  Introduction, 
Translation,  Notes,  and  Summary.  By 
THOMAS  C.  SANDARS,  M.A.  8vo. ,  181. 

Cant  (IMMANUEL). 

CRITIQUE  OK  PRACTICAL  REASON,  AND 
OTHER  WORKS  ON  THE  THEORY  OF 
ETHICS.  Translated  byT.  K.  ABBOTT. 
B.D.  Witli  Memoir.  8vo.,  ia.f.  6d. 

FUNDAMENTAL    PRINCIPLES   OF  Tin 

I  AI'IIYSIC    OF     Ki 

1  by  T.  K.  ABBOTT,  B.D.   Cn 
8vo. ,  y. 
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Mental,  Moral  and  Political  Philosophy— continued. 


Kant  (IMMANUEL) — continued. 
INTRODUCTION  TO   LOGIC,  AND   HIS 
ESSAY  ON  THE  MISTAKEN  SUBTILTY 
OF  THE  FOUR  FIGURES.    Translated 
by  T.  K.  ABBOTT.    8vo. ,  dr. 

Killick.— HANDBOOK  TO  MILL'S  SYS- 
TEM OF  LOGIC.  By  Rev.  A,  H.  KIL- 
LICK,  M.A.  Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Ladd  (GEORGE  TRUMBULL). 

OUTLINES  OF  DESCRIPTIVE  PSYCHO- 
LOGY :  a  Text-Book  of  Mental  Science 
for  Colleges  and  Normal  Schools.  8vo. 

PHILOSOPHY  OF  KNOWLEDGE:  an  In- 
quiry into  the  Nature,  Limits  and 
Validity  of  Human  Cognitive  Faculty. 
8vo.  i8s. 

PHILOSOPHY  OF  MIND:  an  Essay  on 
the  Metaphysics  of  Psychology.  8vo., 
i6s. 

ELEMENTS  OF  PHYSIOLOGICAL  PSY- 
CHOLOGY. 8vo.,  aij. 

OUTLINES  OF  PHYSIOLOGICAL  PSY- 
CHOLOGY. A  Text-Book  of  Mental 
Science  for  Academies  and  Colleges. 
8vo. ,  i2s. 

PSYCHOLOGY,  DESCRIPTIVE  AND  EX- 
PLANATORY :  a  Treatise  of  the  Pheno- 
mena, Laws,  and  Development  of 
Human  Mental  Life.  8vo.,  zu. 

PRIMEK  OF  PSYCHOLOGY.    Crown  8vo., 

55.  6J. 
Lewes.— THE  HISTORYOF  PHILOSOPHY, 

from  Thnles  to  Comte.     By  GEORGE 

HENRY  LEWES.    2  vols.    8vo.,  325. 

Lutoslawski.— THE  ORIGIN  AND 
GROWTH  OF  PLATO'S  LOGIC.  By  W. 
LUTOSLAWSKI.  8vo. ,  zis. 

Max  Mtiller  (F.). 
THE  SCIENCE  OF  THOUGHT.    8vo. ,  21  s. 
THREE  INTRODUCTORY  LECTURES  ON 
THE  SCIENCE  OF  THOUGHT.     8vo., 
2J.  6d.  net. 

Mill. — ANALYSIS  OF  THE  PHENOMENA 
OF  THE  HUMAN  MIND.  By  JAMES 
MILL.  2  vols.  8vo.,  281. 

Mill  (JOHN  STUART). 
A  SYSTEM  OF  LOGIC.     Cr.  8vo.,  y.  kd. 
ON  LIHEUTY.     Cr.  8vo.,  is.  4/f. 
CONSII'ERATIONSON  REPRESENTATIVE 

.  KRNMENT.     Crown  8vo. ,  25. 
UTILITARIANISM.     8vo. ,  as.  6d. 


Mill  (JOHN  STUART)— continued. 

EXAMINATION  OF  SIR  WILLIAM 
HAMILTON'S  PHILOSOPHY.  8vo.,  i&f. 

NATURE,  THE  UTILITY  OF  RELIGION, 
AND  THEISM.  Three  Essays.  8vo. ,  y. 

Romanes.— MIND  AND  MOTION  AND 
MONISM.  By  GEORGE  JOHN  ROMANES, 
LL.D.,  F.R.S.  Crown  8vo.,  41.  6d. 

Stock  (ST.  GEORGE). 
DEDUCTIVE  LOGIC.     Fcp.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

LECTURES  IN  THE  LYCEUM  ;  or,  Aris- 
totle's Ethics  for  English  Readers. 
Edited  by  ST.  GEORGE  STOCK. 
Crown  8vo. ,  js.  6d. 

Sully  (JAMES). 

THE  HUMAN  MIND  :  a  Text-book  of 
Psychology.  2  vols.  8vo.,  211. 

OUTLINES  OF  PSYCHOLOGY.  Crown 
8vo. ,  gs. 

THE  TEACHER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  PSY- 
CHOLOGY. Crown  8vo. ,  6s.  fxf. 

STUDIES  OF  CHILDHOOD.   8vo.  IQS.  6d. 

CHILDREN'S  WAYS  :  being  Selections 
from  the  Author's  '  Studies  of  Child- 
hood,' with  some  additional  Matter. 
With  25  Figures  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo. ,  4J.  6d. 

Sutherland.  —  THE  ORIGIN  AND 
GROWTH  OF  THE  MORAL  INSTINCT. 
By  ALEXANDER  SUTHERLAND,  M.A. 


an 


Swinburne.— PICTURE  LOGIC: 
Attempt  to  Popularise  the  Science  of 
Reasoning.  By  ALFRED  JAMES  SWIN- 
BURNE, M.A.  With  23  Woodcuts. 
Crown  8vo. ,  $s. 

Weber.— HISTORY  OF  PHILOSOPHY. 
By  ALFRED  WEBER,  Professor  in  the 
University  of  Strasburg,  Translated  by 
FRANK  THILLY,  Ph.D.  8vo.,  i6s. 

Whately  (ARCHBISHOP). 
BACON'S  ESSAYS.     With  Annotations. 

8vo.,  los.  6J. 

ELEMENTS  OF  LOGIC.    Cr.  8vo.,4J.  6d. 
ELEMENTS  OF  RHETORIC.    Cr.   8vo., 

4J.  (>j. 
LESSONS  ON  REASONING.    Fcp.  8vo,, 
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Mental,  Moral  and  Political  Philosophy— continued. 


Zeller  (Dr.  EDWARD,  Professor  in  the 
University  of  Berlin) 


THE  STOICS,  EPICUREANS,  AND  SCEP- 
TICS. Translated  by  the  Rev.  O.  J. 
REICHEL,  M.A.  Crown  8vo.,  ly. 

OUTLINES  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  GREEK 
PHILOSOPHY.  Translated  by  SARAH 
F.  ALLEYNE  and  EVELYN  ABBOTT. 
Crown  8vo.,  los.  6d. 


Zeller  (Dr.  EDWARD)— continued. 
PLATO  AND  THE  OLDER   ACA: 
Translated  by  SARAH  F.  A: 
and  ALFRED  GOODWIN,  B.A.    Crown 
8vo..  1 8*. 

SOCRATES  AND  THE  SOCRATICSCHOOLS. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  O.  J.  RF.ICHEL, 
M.A.  Crown  8vo. ,  los.  6d. 

ARISTOTLE  AND  THE  EARLIKR  PERI- 
PATETICS. Translated  by  B.  F.  C 
COSTELLOE,  M.A.,  and  J.'  H.  M AIR- 
HEAD, M.A.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo. ,  us. 


MANUALS  OF  CATHOLIC  PHILOSOPHY. 

(Stonyhurst  Series. ) 

A  MANUAL  OF  POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  MORAL  PHILOSOPHY  (ETHICS  AND  NATU- 
RAL LAW).  By  JOSEPH  RICKABY,  S.J. 
Crown  8vo.,  y. 

FIRST  PRINCIPLES  OF  KNOWLEDGE.     By 
JOHN  RICKABY,  S.J.     Crown  8vo., 


GENERAL  METAPHYSICS.  By  JOHN  RICK- 
ABY, S.J.     Crown  8vo.,  51. 

LOGIC.      By  RICHARD  F.  CLARKE,  S.J. 
Crown  8vo.,  y. 


NATURAL   THEOLOGY.      By   BERNARD 
BOEDDER,  S.J.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  6d. 

PSYCHOLOGY.      By   MICHAEL   MAKER, 
S.J.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s.  6d. 


History  and  Science  of  Language,  &c. 


Davidson.—  LEADING  AND  IMPORTANT-  Max  Miiller  (F.)  —  continued. 
ENGLISH  WORDS  :  Explained  and  Ex- 
emplified.     By  WILLIAM  L.   DAVID- 
SON, M.A.     Fcp.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 


Farrar.— LANGUAGE  AND  LANGUAGES. 
By  F.  W.  FARRAR,  D.D.,  F.R.S.,  Cr. 
8vo.,  6s. 

Graham.— ENGLISH  SYNONYMS,  Classi- 
fied and  Explained :  with  Practical 
Exercises.  By  G.  F.  GRAHAM.  Fcap. 
8vo.,  6s. 

Max  Miiller  (F.). 

THE  SCIENCE  OF  LANGUAGE,  Founded 
on  Lectures  delivered  at  the  Royal 
Institution  in  1861  and  1863.  2  vols. 
Crown  8vo.,  zis. 


THREE  LECTURES  ON  THE  SCIENCE 
OF  LANGUAGE,  AND  ITS  PLACE  IN 
GENERAL  EDUCATION,  delivered  at 
Oxford,  1889.  Crown  8vo.,  y.  net. 


Roget.  — THESAURUS  OF  ENGLISH 
WORDS  AND  PHRASES.  Classified  and 
Arranged  so  as  to  Facilitate  the  Ex- 
pression of  Ideas  and  assist  in  Literary 
Composition.  By  PETER  MARK  ROGET, 
M.D. ,  F.  R.S.  Recomposed  throughout, 
enlarged  and  improved,  partly  from  the 
Author's  Notes,  and  with  a  full  Index, 
by  the  Author's  Son.  JOHN  LEWIS 
ROGET.  Crown  8vo.,  IQJ.  6d. 


BIOGRAI-HIFS  OF   WORDS,  AND  THE   Whately.-ENGLiSH  SYNONYMS.     By 
HOME  OF  THE  ARYAS.    Crown  8vo.,  •     E.  JANE  WHATEI.Y.    frcap.  8vo..  y. 
7s.  6rf. 
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Political  Economy  and  Economics. 


Ashley. — ENGLISH  ECONOMIC  HISTORY 
AND  THEORY.  By  \V.  !.  ASHLEY. 
Cr.  8vo.,  Part  I.,  y.  Part' 1 1.,  ios.  6d. 

Bagehot.— ECONOMIC  STUDIES.  By 
WALTER  BAGEHOT.  Cr.  8vo.,  3*.  6d. 

Barnett. — PRACTICABLE  SOCIALISM  : 
Essays  on  Social  Reform.  By  the  Rev. 
S.  A.  and  Mrs.  BARNETT.  Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 

Brassey. — PAPERS  AND  ADDRESSES  ON 
WORK  AND  WAGES.  By  Lord  BRASSEY. 
Crown  8vo. ,  $s. 

Charming.— THE  TRUTH  ABOUT  AGRI- 
CULTURAL DEPRESSION  :  An  Economic 
Study  of  the  Evidence  of  the  Royal 
Commission.  By  FRANCIS  ALLSTON 
CHANNING,  M.P.,  one  of  the  Commis- 
sion. Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Devas.— A  MANUAL  OF  POLITICAL 
ECONOMY.  By  C.  S.  DEVAS,  M.A, 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s.  6d. 

Do-well.— A  HISTORY  OF  TAXATION 
AND  TAXES  IN  ENGLAND,  from  the 
Earliest  Times  to  the  Year  1885.  By 
STEPHEN  DOWELL  (4  vols.  8vo. ).  Vols. 
I.  and  II.  The  History  of  Taxation, 
2U.  Vols.  III.  and  IV.  The  History  of 
Taxes,  211. 

Jordan.— THE  STANDARD  OF  VALUE. 
By  WILLIAM  LEIGHTON  JORDAN. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6r. 

Macleod  (HENRY  DUNNING). 
BIMETALISM.    8vo.,  $s.  net. 
THE  ELEMENTS  OF  BANKING.    Crown 

8vo.,  3*.  6d. 

THE  THEORY  AND  PRACTICE  OF  BANK- 
ING.   Vol.1.   8vo.,  i2s.   Vol.  II.    ids. 


Macleod  (HENRY  DUNNING)— cont. 
THE  THEORY  OF  CREDIT.    8vo.    Vol. 
I.    ioj.  net.    Vol.  II.,  Part  I.,  IQS.  net. 
Vol.  II.  Part  II.,  ioj.  net. 
A  DIGEST  OF  THE  LAW  OF  BILLS  OF 
EXCHANGE,  BANK  NOTES,  &c. 

[/»  the  press. 

Mill.— POLITICAL  ECONOMY.     By  JOHN 
STUART  MILL. 

Popular  Edition.     Crown  8vo. ,  3.1 6d. 
Library  Edition.     2  vols.      8vo. ,  30*. 
Mulhall. — INDUSTRIES  AND  WF.ALTH 
OF  NATIONS.     By  MICHAEL  G.  Mn.- 
HALL,     F.S.S.       With     32     Full-page 
Diagrams.     Crown  8vo.,  8.r.  6d. 
Soderini.— SOCIALISM  AND  CATHOLI- 
CISM.      From    the    Italian    of   Count 
EDWARD    SODERINI.       By    RICHARD 
JENERY-SHEE.       With    a    Preface    by 
Cardinal  VAUGHAN.     Crown  8vo. ,  df. 
Symes. — POLITICAL  ECONOMY  :  a  Short 
Text-book  of  Political  Economy.     With 
a  Supplementary  Chapter  on  Socialism. 
By  J.  E.  SYMES,  M.  A,  Crown  8vo. ,  2*.  6d. 
Toynbee. — LECTURES    ON    THE    IN- 
DUSTRIAL REVOLUTION  OF  THE  i8th 
CENTURY  IN  ENGLAND.     By  ARNOLD 
TOYNBEE.      With   a   Memoir   of  the 
Author  by  BENJAMIN  JOWETT,  D.D. 
8vo.,  IQS.  6d. 

Webb  (SIDNEY  and  BEATRICE). 
THE   HISTORY  OF  TRADE  UNIONISM. 
With  Map  and  full  Bibliography  ot 
the  Subject.     8vo.,  i8j. 
INDUSTRIAL  DEMOCRACY:  a  Study  in 
Trade  Unionism.  2  vols.  8vo. , 255.  net. 


STUDIES  IN  ECONOMICS  AND  POLITICAL  SCIENCE. 

Issued  under  the  auspices  of  the  London  School  of  Economics  and  Political  Science. 

DEPLOIGE'S  REFERENDUM  EN  SUISSE. 
Translated  with  Introduction  and  Notes, 
by  C.  P.  TREVELYAN,  M.A. 

[/»  preparation 

SELECT  DOCUMENTS  ILLUSTRATING  THE 
STATE  REGULATION  OF  WAGKS. 
Edited,  with  Introduction  and  Notes, 
by  W.  A.  S.  HKWINS,  M.A. 

[/«  preparation. 

HUNGARIAN  GILD  RECORDS.  Edited  by 
Dr.  JULIUS  MANDELLO,  of  Budapest. 

[/«  preparation. 


THE  HISTORY  OF  LOCAL  RATES  IN  ENG- 
LAND:    Five    Lectures.       By    EDWIN 
CANNAN,  M.A.    Crown  8vo.^  zs.  6d. 
GERMAN    SOCIAL    DEMOCRACY.        By 
BERTRAND  RUSSELL,  B.A.      With  an 
Appendix   on   Social    Democracy    and 
the  Woman  Question  in  Germany  by 
ALYS  RUSSELL,  B.A.     Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
SELECT  DOCUMENTS  ILLUSTRATING  THE 
HISTORY  OF  TRADE  UNIONISM. 
i.  The  Tailoring  Trade.     Edited  by 
W.  F.  GALTON.     With  a  Preface 
by  SIDNEY  WEBB,  LL.B.    Crown 
8vo.,  5.1. 

LOCAL    VARIATIONS    OF    RATES    AND 

WAGES.    By  F.  W.  LAURENCE,  B.A., 

Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. 

[/«  the  press. 


THE  RELATIONS  BETWEEN  ENGLAND 
AND  THE HANSEATIC  LEAGUE.  ByMiss 
E.  A.  MACAKTHUR.  [7/z  preparation. 

THE  ECONOMIC  POLICY  OF  COLRKRT. 
By  A.  J.  SARGENT,  B.A.  [In preparation. 
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Evolution,  Anthropology,  &c. 


Clodd  (EDWARD). 

THE  STORY  OF  CREATION  :  a  Plain  Ac- 
count of  Evolution.  With  77  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

A  PRIMER  OF  EVOLUTION  :  being  a 
Popular  Abridged  Edition  of  '  The 
Story  of  Creation'.  With  Illus- 
trations. Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 

Lang. — CUSTOM  AND  MYTH:  Studies 
of  Early  Usage  and  Belief.  By  ANDREW 
LANG.  With  15  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo. ,  35.  6d. 

Lubbock.— THE  ORIGIN  OF  CIVILISA- 
TION and  the  Primitive  Condition  of 
Man.  By  SirJ.  LUBBOCK,  Bart.,  M.  P. 
With  5  Plates  and  20  Illustrations  in  the 
Text.  8vo. ,  i8j. 


Romanes  (GEORGE  JOHN). 
DARWIN,  AND  AFTER  DARWIN:  an  Ex- 
position of   the  Darwinian   Theory, 
and  a  Discussion  on  Post-Darwinian 
Questions. 

Part  I.    THE  DARWINIAN  THEORY. 
With   Portrait  of  Darwin  and  125 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  los.  6V/. 
Part  II.      POST-DARWINIAN  QUES- 
TIONS :  Heredity  and  Utility.   With 
Portrait  of  the  Author  and  5  Illus- 
trations.    Cr.  8vo. ,  los.  6d. 
Part  III.    POST-DARWINIAN  QUES- 
TIONS :  Isolation  and  Physiological 
Selection.     Crown  8vo. ,  51. 

AN  EXAMINATION  OF  WEISMANNISM. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

ESSAYS.  Edited  by  C.  LLOYD 
MORGAN,  Principal  of  University 
College,  Bristol.  Crown  8vo. ,  6j. 


Classical  Literature,  Translations,  &c. 


Abbott.— HELLENICA.  A  Collection  of 
Essays  on  Greek  Poetry,  Philosophy, 
History,  and  Religion.  Edited  by 
EVELYN  ABBOTT, M.A.,LL.D.  8vo.,i6j. 

.ZESChylUS.— EUMENIDES     OF    ^SCHY- 

LUS.  With  Metrical  English  Translation. 
By  J.  F.  DAVIES.     8vo. ,  js. 
Aristophanes.— The  ACHARNIANS  OF 
ARISTOPHANES,  translated  into  English 
Verse.   By  R.  Y.  TYRRELL.    Cr.  8vo.,  is. 
Aristotle.— YOUTH    AND    OLD    AGE, 
LIFE  AND  DEATH,  AND  RESPIRATION. 
Translated,     with     Introduction     and 
Notes,    by  W.   OGLE,    M.A.,    M.D., 
F  R  C  P. ,  sometime  Fellow  of  Corpus 
Christi  College,  Oxford.     8vo.,  7*.  6d. 
Becker  (W.  A.).      Translated  by  the 
Rev.  F.   Metcalfe,  B.D. 
CALLUS  :  or,  Roman  Scenes  in  the  I 

of  Augustus.     With  26  Illustrations. 

Post  8vo. ,  3-f.  6d. 
CHARICLES  :    or,    Illustrations    of  1 

Private  Life  of  the  Ancient  Greeks. 

With  26  Illustrations.  Post  8vo. ,  35.  6c 
Butler. -THE   AUTHORESS    OF 
ODYSSEY,    WHERE    AND    WHEN 

WROTE,  WHO   SHE  WAS,  THE   USE  S 
MADE   OF  THE   ILIAD,    AND   HOW  THB 
POF.M  GREW   UNDER   HER   HANDS. 

S  \MUEL  BUTLER,  Author  of '  Lrewhon, 
&c.  With  14  Illustrations  and  4  Maps. 
8vo. ,  io5.  6d. 


Cicero.— CICERO'S  CORRESPONDENCE. 
By  R.  Y.  TYRRELL.  Vols.  I.,  II.,  III. 
8vo.,  each  12*.  Vol.  IV.,  ly.  Vol. 
V.,  145. 

Egbert.  —  INTRODUCTION  TO  THK 
STUDY  OF  LATIN  INSCRIPTIONS.  By 
JAMES  C.  EGBERT,  Junr.,  Ph.D.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  and  Facsimiles. 
Square  crown  8vo. ,  i6s. 

Horace.— THE  WORKS  OF  HORACE, 
rendered  into  English  Prose.  With 
Life,  Introduction,  and  Notes.  By 
WILLIAM  COUTTS,  M.A.  Crown  8vo.. 
$5.  net. 

Lang.— HOMER  AND  THE  EPIC.  By 
ANDREW  LANG.  Crown  8vo. ,  9*.  net. 

Lucan.— THE  PHARSALIA  OF  LUCAN. 
Translated  into  Blank  Verse.  By 
Sir  EDWARD  RIDLEY.  8vo.,  14* 

Mackail.-SKi...cT  EPIGRAMS  FROM 
THE  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  By  J.  W. 
MACKAIL.  Edited  with  a  Revised  Text, 
Introduction,  Translation,  and  Notes 
8vo. ,  i6j. 

•Rich.— A  DICTIONARY  OF  ROMAN 
GREEK:  ANTIQUITIES.      By  A.    F 
B.A.     With  2000  Woodcuts.     Crowu 
8vo.,  75.  (>d. 
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Classical  Literature,  Translations,  &c. — continued. 


Sophocles.— Translated  into  English 
Verse.  By  ROBERT  WHITELAW,  M.  A. , 
Assistant  Master  in  Rugby  School.  Cr. 
8vo.,  8s.  6d. 

Tacitus.— THE  HISTORY  OF  P.  COR- 
NELIUS TACITUS.  Translated  into 
English,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes,  Critical  and  Explanatory,  by 
ALBERT  WILLIAM  QUILL,  M.A., 
T.C.D.  2  Vols.  Vol.  I.,  8vo.,  ^s.  6d., 
Vol.  II.,  8vo.,  lot.  6d. 

Tyrrell. — TRANSLATIONS  INTO  GREEK 
AND  LATIN  VERSE.  Edited  by  R.  Y. 
TYRRELL.  8vo.,  6s. 


Virgil.—  THE^NEID  OF  VIRGIL,  Trans- 
lated into  English  Verse  by  JOHN  CON- 
INGTON.  Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

THE  POEMS  OF  VIRGIL.  Translated 
into  English  Prose  by  JOHN  CONING- 
TON.  Crown  8vo.  ,  dr. 

THE  J£NEID  OF  VIRGIL,  freely  translated 
into  English  Blank  Verse.  By  W.  J. 
THORNHILL.  Crown  8vo.,  -js.  6d. 


THE  ^ENEID  OF  VIRGIL.  Translate 
into  English  Verse  by  JAME 
RHOADES. 

Books  I.-  VI.     Crown  8vo.  ,  5*. 
Books  VII.  -XII.     Crown  8vo.,  y, 


Poetry  and  the  Drama. 


Allingham  (WILLIAM). 

IRISH  SONGS  AND  POEMS.  With  Fron- 
tispiece of  the  Waterfall  of  Asaroe. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  6s. 

LAURENCE  BLOOMFIELD.  With  Por- 
trait of  the  Author.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

FLOWER  PIECES;  DAY  AND  NIGHT 
SONGS  ;  BALLADS.  With  2  Designs 
by  D.  G.  ROSSETTI.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  6s. ; 
large  paper  edition,  I2J. 

LIFE  AND  PHANTASY  :  with  Frontis- 
piece by  Sir  J.  E.  MILL  A  is,  Bart., 
and  Design  by  ARTHUR  HUGHES. 
Fcp.  8vo. .  6s. ;  large  paper  edition,  las. 

THOUGHT  A.xr>  WORD,  AND  ASHBY 
MANOR  :  a  Play.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  6s. ;  large 
paper  edition,  I2J. 

BLACKBERRIES.     Imperial  i6mo. ,  6s. 

Sets  of  the  above  6  vols.  may  be  had  in 
uniform  ha  If -parchment  binding,  price  y>s. 


Armstrong  (G.  F.  SAVAGE). 

POEMS :    Lyrical  and  Dramatic. 
8vo.,  6s. 


Fcp. 


KING  SAUL.     (The  Tragedy  of  Israel, 
Part  I. )     Fcp.  8vo.  5*. 

KING  DAVID.     (The  Tragedy  of  Israel, 
Part  II.)    Fcp.  8vo.,  6s. 


Armstrong  (G.  F.SA.VAGE)— continued. 
KING  SOLOMON.  (The  Tragedy  of 

Israel,  Part  III.)     Fcp.  8vo.,  6s. 
UGONE  :  a  Tragedy.     Fcp.  8vo. ,  6s. 
A  GARLAND  FROM  GREECE:  Poems. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  js.  6d. 
STORIES  OF  WICKLOW:  Poems.     Fcp. 

8vo. ,  7s.  6d. 
MEPHISTOPHELES  IN  BROADCLOTH:  a 

Satire.     Fcp.  8vo. ,  j\s. 
ONE  IN  THE  INFINITE  :  a  Poem.    Cr. 

8vo.,  •}!.  6d. 

Armstrong. — THE  POETICAL  WORKS 
OP  EDMUND  J.  ARMSTRONG.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  55. 

Arnold. — THE  LIGHT  OF  THE  WORLD  : 
or,  the  Great  Consummation.  By  Sir 
EDWIN  ARNOLD.  With  14  Illustra- 
tions after  HOLMAN  HUNT.  Cro\vn 
8vo.,  6s. 

Beesly  (A.  H.). 
BALLADS,  AND  OTHER  VERSE.     Fcp. 

8vo. ,  5J. 
DANTON,  AND  OTHER  VERSE.      Fcp. 

8vo. ,  4s.  6d. 
Bell  (Mrs.  HUGH). 
CHAMBER  COMEDIES:  a  Collection  of 
Plays  and  Monologues  for  the  Draw- 
ing Room.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
FAIRY  TALE  PLAYS.  AND  HOWTO  ACT 
THKM.      With  91  Diagrams  and  52 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,   6s. 
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Poetry  and  the  Drama 

Cochrane  (ALFRED). 

THE  KESTREL'S  NEST.and  other  Verses. 
Fcp.  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

LEVIORE  PLECTKO  :  Occasional  Verses. 


Fcp.  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Douglas.  —  POEMS  OF  A  COUNTRY 
GENTLEMAN.  By  Sir  GEORGE  DOUG- 
LAS, Bart.  Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Goethe. 

FAUST,  Part  I.,  the  German  Text,  with 
Introduction  and  Notes.  By  ALBERT 
M.  SELSS,  Ph.D.,  M.A.  Cr.  8vo.,  y. 

THE  FIRST  PART  OF  THE  TRAGEDY 
OF  GOETHE'S  FAUST  IN  ENGLISH. 
By  THOS.  E.  WEBB,  LL.D.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  the  Death 
of  Faust,  from  the  Second  Part. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

Gurney  (Rev.  ALFRED,  M.A.). 
DAY-DREAMS:  Poems.    Cr.  8vo,  y.  6d. 
LOVE'S  FRUITION,  and  other  Poems. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  2J.  6d. 

Sampton. — FOR  REMEMBRANCE.  A 
Record  of  Life's  Beginnings.  Three 
Poetical  Quotations  for  Every  Day  in 
the  Year  for  Birth,  Baptism,  Death. 
Illustrative  of  our  Life,  Temporal,  Spirit- 
ual, Eternal.  Interleaved  for  Names. 
Compiled  by  the  Lady  LAURA  HAMP- 
TON. Fcp.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Ingelow  (JEAN). 
POETICAL  WORKS,  avols.  Fcp.8vo.,i2.r. 

Complete  in  One  Volume.      Crown 

8vo.,  js.  6d. 
LYRICAL  AND  OTHER  POEMS.    Selected 

from  the  Writings  of  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fcp.    8vo. ,   aj.   6d. ;  cloth  plain,    3^. 

cloth  gilt. 

Lang  (ANDREW). 

GRASS  OF  PARNASSUS.  Fcp.  8vo., 
•2s.  6d.  net. 

THE  BLUE  POETRY  BOOK.  Edited  by 
ANDREW  LANG.  With  100  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo. ,  dr. 

.— SONGS    IN    MANY    MOODS. 
NINA    F.    LA  YARD.      And   THE 

\\  ANGERING      ALBATROSS,      &C.         By 

ANNIE    CORDF.R.       In    one    volume. 
Crown  8vo.,  5^. 


-continued. 

Lecky.— POEMS.    By  W.  E.  H.  LECKY. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  y. 

EARL     OF)     (OWEN 


Lytton     (THE 

MEREDITH). 

MARAH.     Fcp.  8vo.,  6s.  6d. 

KING  POPPY:  a  Fantasia.  With  t 
Plate  and  Design  on  Title-Page  by 
Sir  EDWARD  BURNE-JONES,  A.K.A. 
Crown  8vo. ,  iot.  6d. 

THE  WANDERER.     Cr.  8vo.,  IQI.  6./. 
LUCILE.     Crown  8vo.,  los.  6d. 
SELECTED  POEMS.    Cr.  8vo.,  los.  6d. 
Macaulay. — LAYS  OF  ANCIENT  ROME, 

WITH    IVRY,    AND   THE  ARMADA.      By- 
Lord  MACAULAY. 

Illustrated  by  G.  SCHARF.  Fcp.  410., 
IQS.  6d. 

Bijou      Edition. 

i8mo.,  zs.  6d.,  gilt  top. 

Popular  Edition. 

Fcp.  4to.t  6d.  sewed,  is.  cloth. 

Illustrated  by  J.  R.  WEGUELIN.  Crown 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Annotated    Edition.      Fcp.    8vo.,    is. 

sewed,  is.  6d.  cloth. 
Macdonald  (GEORGE,  LL.D.). 

A  BOOK  OF  STRIFE,  IN  THE  FORM  OF 
THE  DIARY  OF  AN  OLD  SOUL:  Poems. 
i8mo.,  6s. 

RAMPOLLI  :  GROWTHS  FROM  A  LONG- 
PLANTED  ROOT;  being  Translations, 
new  and  old  (mainly  in  verse),  chiefly 
from  the  German ;  along  with  '  A 
Year's  Diary  of  an  Old  Soul '.  Crown 
8vo. ,  6s. 
Moffat.— CRICKETY  CRICKET:  Rhymes 

and  Parodies.     By  DOUGLAS  MOKKA  i . 

With  Frontispiece  by  Sir  FRANK  I 

WOOD,  Q.C.,  M.P.,  and  53  Illustrations 

by  the  Author.    Crown  8vo. ,  zs.  6d. 

Morris  (WILLIAM). 
POETICAL  WORKS— LIBRARY  Enn 

Complete  in  Ten  Volumes.     Crown 

8vo. ,  price  6s.  each  : — 
THE  EARTHLY  PARADISE.    4vols.    6s. 

each. 

THK  LIFE  AND  DEATH  OF  I  ASON.    6-. 
THE  DEFENCE  OF  GUKNKVKRE,  and 

other  Poems.     6s. 
THE  STORY  OF  SK;UKI>  i  in 

and  the  Fall  of  the  Niblnnp 
LOVK  i.-,  KMTIJII  ;  or,  'II.-- 

Pharaniond  :  a  Morality ;  an>. 

j  v  nit  WAY.    6s. 
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Poetry  and  the  Drama— continued. 

Romanes. — A  SELECTION  FROM  THE 
M.S  OF  GEORGE  JOHN   ROMANES, 
M.A.,  I.L.D.,  F.R.S.     With  an  Intro- 
duction   by    T.    HERBERT    WARREN, 
President  of  Magdalen  College,  Oxford, 
Crown  8vo,  45.  6d. 
Certain  of  the  Poetical  Works  may  also  be  ' 

had  in  the  following  Editions  : — 
THE    EARTHLY  PARADISE. 

Popular   Edition.      5   vois.       12010. ,  I 
25*. ;  or  y.  each,  sold  separately. 


Morris  (WILLIAM)—  continued. 
THE  ODYSSEY  OF  HOMER.     Done  into 

English  Verse.     6s. 
THE  ^LNEIDS  OF  VIRGIL.     Done  into 

English  Verse,     dr. 


THE  SHAKESPEARE  BIRTHDAY  BOOK. 
By  MARY  F.  DUNBAR.   32mo.,  is.  6d. 


Shakespeare. — BOWDLER'S  FAMILY 
SHAKESPEARE.  With  36  Woodcuts, 
i  vol.  8vo.,  141.  Or  in  6  vols.  Fcp. 

8VO.,  2IJ. 

The  same  in  Ten  Parts,  25*.  ;  or  zs.  6a. 

each,  sold  separately. 
Cheap  Edition,  in  r  vol.    Cr.  8vo. ,  js.  6d.  \ 
LOVE  is  ENOUGH  ;  or,  The  Freeing  of 

Pharamond:    a    Morality.       Square    Tapper.— POEMS.       By    JOHN    LuCAS 

crown  8vo. ,  7*.  6d.  TUPPER.       Selected    and    Edited    by 

POEMS  BY  THE  WAY.    Square  crown  !     WILLIAM  MICHAEL  ROSSETTI.  Crown 

8vo.,6j.  8vo.,5J. 

'  *  For   Mr.  William  Morris's  Prose 

Works,  see  pp.  22  and  31.  \  Wordsworth.  —  SELECTED     POEMS. 


TTesbit.— LAYS  AND  LEGENDS.     By  E.  j 
NESBIT  (Mrs.  HUBERT  BLAND).     First  -' 
Series.      Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d.      Second 
Series,  with  Portrait.    Crown  8vo. ,  $s. 

Riley  (JAMES  WHITCOMB). 
OLD     FASHIONED     ROSES  :      Poems. 

i2mo. ,  5*. 
A  CHILD-WORLD  :  POEMS.    Fcp.  8vo., 


RUBXlYXT    OF   DOC  SlFERS. 

Illustrations     by     C.    M. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 


With  43 
RELYEA. 


ANDREW  LANG.  With  Photo- 
gravure Frontispiece  of  Rydal  Mount. 
With  16  Illustrations  and  numerous 
Initial  Letters.  By  ALFRED  PARSONS, 
A.R.A.  Crown  8vo.,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Wordsworth  and  Coleridge. — A 

DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  WORDSWORTH 
AND  COLERIDGE  MANUSCRIPTS  IN  THE 
POSSESSION  OF  Mr.  T.  NORTON  LONG- 
MAN. Edited,  with  Notes,  by  W.  HALE 
WHITE.  With  3  Facsimile  Reproduc- 
tions. 410.,  i  or.  6d. 


Fiction,  Humour,  &c. 

Allingham.— CROOKED  PATHS.      By  |  Beacons  field  fTHE  EARL  OF). 
FRANCIS  ALLINGHAM.     Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 


Anstey  (F. ,  Author  of  '  Vice  Versa '). 

VOCES  POPULI.  Reprinted  from 
'  Punch '.  First  Series.  With  20 
Illustrations  by  J.  BERNARD  PART- 
RIDGE. Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

THE  MAN  FROM  BLANKLEY'S  :  a  Story 
in  Scenes,  and  other  Sketches.  With 
24  Illustrations  by  J.  BERNARD  PART- 
RIDGE. Post  410.,  dr. 


Astor.— A  JOURNEY  IN  OTHER  WORLDS  : 
a  Romance  of  the  Future.  By  JOHN 
JACOB  ASTOR.  With  10  Illustrations. 
Cr.  8vo. ,  6.f, 


NOVELS  AND  TA 
Complete  in  n  v 
each. 
Vivian  Grey. 
TheYoungDuke,  &c. 
Alroy,  Ixion,  &c. 
Contarini    Fleming, 
&c. 
Tancred. 

-ES. 

ols.     Cr.  8vo.  ,  is.  6d. 

Sybil. 
Henrietta  Temple. 
Venetia. 
Coningsby. 
ILothair. 
Endymion. 

NOVEI.S  AND  TALES.  The  Hughenden 
Edition.  With  2  Portraits  and  n 
Vignettes,  n  vols.  Cr.  8vo.,  425. 

Black. — THE  PRINCESS  DESIRE'S.  By 
CLEMENTIA  BLACK.  With  8  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

Del  and  (MARGARET). 

PHILIP  AND  HIS  WIFE.    Cr.  8vo.,  zs.  6d. 
THE  WISDOM  OF  FOOLS  :  Stories.    Cr. 
8vo..  5*. 
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Fiction,  Humour,  &c. — continued. 


Diderot.  —  RAMEAU'S  NEPHEW  :  a 
Translation  from  Diderot's  Autographic 
Text.  By  SYLVIA  MARGARET  HILL. 
Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Dougall.  —  BEGGARS  ALL.  By  L. 
DOUGALL.  Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Doyle  (A.  CON  AN). 

MICAH  CLARKE:  a  Tale  of  Monmouth's 
Rebellion.       With    10    Illustrations. 
Cr.  8vo.,  3.1-.  6d. 
THE  CAPTAIN  OF  THE  POLESTAR,  and 

other  Tales.     Cr.  8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 
THE  REFUGEES  :  a  Tale  of  the  Hugue- 
nots.    With  25  Illustrations.     Crown 
8vo. ,  y.  6d. 
THE   STARK-MUNRO   LETTERS.     Cr. 

8vo. ,  3-f.  6d. 

Farrar  (F.  W. ,  Dean  of  Canterbury). 
DARKNESS  AND  DAWN  :  or,  Scenes  in 
the  Days  of  Nero.    An  Historic  Tale. 
Cr.  8vo. ,  js.  6d. 

GATHERING   CLOUDS  :   a  Tale  of  the 
Days    of   St.    Chrysostom.       Crown 
8vo. ,  73.  6d. 
Fowler  (EDITH  H.). 
THE  YOUNG  PRETENDERS.    A  Story  of 
Child  Life.     With  12  Illustrations  by 
PHILIP  BURNE-JONES.     Cr.  8vo.,  dr. 
THE   PROFESSOR'S  CHILDREN.     With 
24    Illustrations   by    ETHEL    KATE 
BURGESS.     Crown  8vo. ,  65. 
Protide.— THE  Two  CHIEFS  OF  DUN- 
BOY  :    an   Irish   Romance  of  the  Last 
Century.     By  JAMES  A.  FROUDE.    Cr. 
8vo. ,  3.?.  6d. 

Qilkes.— KALLISTRATUS  :  An  Autobio- 
graphy.    A  Story  of  the  Hannibal  and 
the   Second   Punic  War.      By  A.    H. 
GlLKES,  M.A.,  Master  of  Dulwich  Col- 
lege.    With  3  Illustrations  by  MAURICE 
GREIFFENHAGEN.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 
Graham.— THE  RED  SCAUR  :  a  Story 
of  the  North  Country.     By  P.  ANDER- 
SON GRAHAM.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 
Gurdon.— MEMORIES   AND  FANCIES: 
Suffolk  Tales  and  other  Stories ;  Fairy 
Legends;   Poems;    Miscellaneous  Arti- 
cles.     By   the   late    LADY    CAMILLA 
GURDON,    Author   of    'Suffolk    Folk- 
Lore  '.     Crown  8vo. ,  5*. 
Haggard(H.  RIDER). 
HEART  OF  THE  WORLD.      With  15 

Illustrations,  Crown  8vo.,  df. 
JOAN  HASTE.     With  20  Illustrations. 
Cr.  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 


Haggard  (H.  RIDER)— continued. 
THE  PEOPLE  OF  THE  MIST.     With  16 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 
MONTE/.UMA'S  DAUGHTER.    With  24 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
SHE.     With  32  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.. 

3s.  6d. 

ALLAN  QUATERMAIN.    With  31  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
MAIVVA'S  REVENGE.  Crown  8vo.,  u.  6d. 
COLONEL  QUARITCH,  V.C.    Cr.  8vo., 

y.  6d. 
CLEOPATRA.      With   29    Illustrations 

Crown  8vo.,  3*.  6d. 
BEATRICE.    Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
ERIC  BRIGHTEYES.     With  51  Illustra- 
tions.   Cr.  8vo.t  y.  6d. 
NADA  THE   LILY.     With  23  Illustra- 
tions.   Cr.  8vo.,  3.5.  6d. 
ALLAN'S  WIFE.    With  34  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

THE  WITCH'S  HEAU.     With  16  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
MR.  MEESON'S  WILL.    With  16  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
DAWN.    With  16  Illustrations.     Crown 

8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Haggard  and  Lang.— THE  WORLD'S 
DESIRE.  By  H.  RIDER  HAGGARD  and 
ANDREW  LANG.  With  27  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Harte.— IN  THE  CARQUINEZ  WOODS. 
and  other  Stories.  By  BRET  HAKTK. 
Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Hope.— THE  HEART  OF  PRINCESS 
OSRA.  By  ANTHONY  HOPE.  With  9 
Illustrations  by  JOHN  WILLIAMSON. 
Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Hornung.— THE    UNBIDDEN   GUEST. 
By  E.  W.  HORNUNG.    Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Jerome.— SKETCHES    IN    LAVENDER: 
Blue    and    Green.       By    JEKOME    K. 
JEROME,  Author  of  '  Three  Men  in  a 
Boat,' &c.     Crown  8vo.,  dt. 
Lane.— A  MONK  OF  FIFE:  a  Story  of 
the  Days  of  Joan  of  Arc.     By  ANUKKW 
LANG.  With  13  Illustrations; 
IMAGE.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Levett-Yeats  (S.). 
THE  CHEVALIER  D'AURIAC. 

8vo.,  6s. 

A   GALAHAD  OF  THE   CRKEKS.  and 
other  Stories.     Crown  8vo. ,  df. 
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Ijyall  (EDNA). 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  SLANDER. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  sewed. 

Presentation  Edition.  With  20  Illus- 
trations by  LANCELOT  SPEED.  Cr. 
8vo. ,  zs.  6d.  net. 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  TRUTH. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  sewed  ;  is.  6d.  cloth. 

DOREEN :  The  Story  of  a  Singer.  Cr. 
8vo.,  6s. 

WAYFARING  MEN.    Crown  8vo. ,  6j. 


Fiction,  Humour,  &c.— continued. 

Oliphant.— OLD  MR.  TREDGOLD.  By 
Mrs.  OLIPHANT.  Crown  8vo. ,  zs.  <xf. 

Phillipps- Wolley.— SNAP  :  a  Legend 
of  the  Lone  Mountain.  By  C.  PHIL- 
LIPPS-WOLLEY.  With  13  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Quintana.— THE  CID  CAMPEADOR  : 
an  Historical  Romance.  By  D. 
ANTONIO  DE  TRUEBA  Y  LA  QUINTANA. 
Translated  from  the  Spanish  by  HENRY 
J.  GILL,  M.A.,  T.C.D.  Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Rhoscomyl  (OWKN). 
THE  JEWEL  OF  YNYS  GALON  :  being 
a  hitherto  unprinted  Chapter  in  the 
History  of  the  Sea  Rovers.  With  12 
Illustrations  by  LANCELOT  SPEED. 
Crown  8vo. ,  3.5.  6d. 

BATTLEMENT  AND  TOWER  :  a  Romance. 
With    Frontispiece    by    R.    CATON 
WOODVILLE.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
FOR  THE  WHITE  ROSE  OF  ARNO  :  A 
Story  of  the  Jacobite  Rising  of  1745. 
Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 
Sewell  (ELIZABETH  M.). 
A  Glimpse  of  the  World,  i  Amy  Herbert. 
Laneton  Parsonage.          Cleve  Hall. 
Margaret  Percival.  Gertrude. 

Katharine  Ashton.  Home  Life. 

The  Earl's  Daughter.       I  After  Life. 
The  Experience  of  Life,  i  Ursula.    Ivors. 
Cr.  8vo.,  is.  6d.  each,  cloth  plain,    zs.  6d. 
each,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges. 


Melville  (G.  J.  WHYTE). 

The  Gladiators.  Holmby  House. 

The  Interpreter. 

Good  for  Nothing. 

The  Queen's  Maries. 


Kate  Coventry. 
Digby  Grand. 
General  Bounce. 


Cr.  8vo. ,  is.  6d.  each. 

Merriman.— FLOTSAM  :  a  Story  of  the 
Indian  Mutiny.  By  HENRY  SETON  MER- 
RIMAN. With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 
by  H.  G.  MASSEY,  A.R.E.  Cr.  8vo.,  6s. 


Crown  8vo., 


Morris  (WILLIAM). 
THE  SUNDERING  FLOOD. 

7s.  6d. 
THE  WATER  OF  THE  WONDROUS  ISLES. 

Crown  8vo.,  js.  6d. 
THE  WELL  AT  THE  WORLD'S  END.    2 

vols. ,  8vo. ,  28.1. 
THE  STORY  OF  THE  GLITTERING  PLAIN, 

which  has  been  also  called  The  Land 


of  the  Living  Men,  or  The  Acre  of 
the  Undying.  Square  post  8vo. ,  51. 
net. 

THE  ROOTS  OF  THE  MOUNTAINS, 
Written  in  Prose  and  Verse.  Square 
crown  8vo. ,  85. 

A  TALE  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  THE  WOLF- 
INGS.  Written  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
Square  crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

A  DREAM  OF  JOHN  BALL,  AND  A 
KING'S  LESSON.  i2mo. ,  is.  6d. 

NEWS  FROM  NOWHERE  ;  or,  An  Epoch 

of  Rest.     Post  8vo. ,  is.  6d. 
*»*  For  Mr.  William  Morris's  Poetical 
Works,  see  p.  19. 

Newman  (CARDINAL). 

Loss  AND  GAIN  :  The  Story  of  a  Con- 
vert. Crown  8vo.  Cabinet  Edition, 
6s.  ;  Popular  Edition,  35.  6d. 

CALLISTA  :  A  Tale  of  the  Third  Cen- 
tury. Crown  8vo.  Cabinet  Edition, 
6s.  ;  Popular  Edition,  y.  6d. 


Stevenson  (ROBERT  Louis). 
THE  STRANGE  CASE  OF  DR.  JEKYLL 

AND   MR.    HYDE.      Fcp.    8vo.,   is. 

sewed,  is.  6d.  cloth. 
THE  STRANGE  CASE  OF  DR.  JEKYLL 

AND  MR.  HYDE  ;    with  Other  Fables. 

Crown  8vo. ,  3*.  6d. 
MORE  NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS— THE 

DYNAMITER.      By    ROBERT   Louis 

STEVENSON   and   FANNY   VAN    DE 

GRIFT    STEVENSON.      Crown   8vo., 

jr.  6d. 
THE  WRONG  Box.     By  ROBERT  Louis 

STEVENSON  and  LLOYD  OSBOURNE. 

Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Suttner.  — LAY  DOWN  YOUR  ARMS 
(Die  Waffen  Nieder)  :  The  Autobio- 
graphy of  Martha  Tilling.  By  BKRTHA 
VON  SUTTNER.  Translated  by  T. 
HOLMES.  Crown  8vo.,  is.  6d. 

Taylor.  —  EARLY  ITALIAN  LOVE- 
STORIES.  Edited  and  Retold  by  UNA 
TAYLOR.  With  12  Illustrations  by  H. 
J.  FORD, 
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Trollope  (ANTHONY). 
THE  WARDEN.    Cr.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 
BARCHESTER  TOWERS.  Cr.  8vo.,  u.  6d. 


Fiction,  Humour,  &c.— continued. 

Watson.— RACING  AND  CHASING  :  a 
Volume  of  Sporting  Stories  and 
Sketches.  By  ALFRED  E.  T.  WAT- 
SON, Editor  of  the  '  Badminton  Maga- 
zine'. With  52  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo. ,  75.  6d. 

Weyman  (STANLEY). 

THE  HOUSE  OF  THE  WOLF.    Cr.  Svo 

y.  6d. 

A  GENTLEMAN  OF  FRANCE.  Cr.  Svo.,  6s- 
THE  RED  COCKADE.    Cr.  Svo.,  6s. 
SHREWSBURY.     With  24  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo. ,  65. 

Whishaw  (FRED.). 
A  BOYAR  OF  THE  TERRIBLE  :  a  Romance 
of  the  Court  of  Ivan  the  Cruel,  First 
Tzar  of  Russia,  With  12  Illustrations 
by  H.  G.  MASSEY,  A.R.E.  Cr.  Svo., 
6s. 

A  TSAR'S  GRATITUDE.    Cr.  Svo.,  6*. 


Walford  (L.  B.). 
IVA  KILDARE  :  a  Matrimonial  Problem. 

Crown  Svo. ,  6s. 
Mr.  SMITH  :  a  Part  of  his  Life.    Crown 

8vo.,  25.  6d. 
THK  BABY'S  GRANDMOTHER. 

Svo.,  2s.  6d 

COUSINS.  Crown  Svo.,  as.  6V. 
TROUBLESOME  DAUGHTERS. 

Svo. ,  2s.  6d. 

PAULINE.  Crown  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 
DICK  NETHERBY.  Crown  8vo 
THE  HISTORY  OF  A  WEEK. 

Svo.  2S.  6d. 

A  STIFF-NECKED  GENERATION.  Crown 

8vo.  25.  6d. 

NAN,  and  other  Stories.   Cr.  8vo.,  25.  6d. 
THE  MISCHIEF  OF  MONICA.     Crown 

Svo. ,  25.  6d. 
THE  ONE  GOOD  GUEST.   Cr.  Svo.  25.  6d. 
'  PLOUGHED,'  and  other  Stories.   Crown 

Svo. ,  25.  6d. 
THE  MATCHMAKER.    Cr.  Svo.,  35.  6d. 


Crown 
Crown 

,  2s.  6d. 
Crown 


Woods.— WEEPING  FERRY,  and  other 
Stories.  By  MARGARET  L.  WOODS, 
Author  of  '  A  Village  Tragedy '.  Crown 
8vo.,  6s. 


Popular  Science  (Natural  History,  &c.). 

Butler. — OUR    HOUSEHOLD    INSECTS.  |  Hartwig  (Dr.  GEORGE) — continued. 
An  Account  of  the  Insect- Pests  found 
in  Dwelling-Houses.     By  EDWARD  A. 
BUTLER,   B.A.,    B.Sc.  (Lond.).     With 
113  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo. ,  y.  6d. 


Furneaux  ( W. ). 

THE  OUTDOOR  WORLD  ;  or,  The  Young 
Collector's  Handbook.  With  18 
Plates,  16  of  which  are  coloured, 
and  549  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Crov/n  Svo.,  js.  6d. 

BUTTERFLIES  AND  MOTHS  (British). 
With  12  coloured  Plates  and  241 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown  8vo., 
7S.  6d. 

LIFE  IN  PONDS  AND  STREAMS.  With 
8  coloured  Plates  and  331  Illustra- 
tions in  the  Text.  Cr.  Svo.,  75.  6rf. 

Hartwig  (Dr.  GEORGE). 
THE  SEA  AND  ITS  LIVING  WONDERS. 

With   12  Plates  and   303  Woodcuts. 

8vo.,  75.  net. 
THE  TROPICAL  WORLD.  With  8  Plates 

and  172  Woodcuts.     Svo.,  ^s.  net. 
THE  POLAR  WORLD.    With  3  Maps,  8 

Plates  and  85  Woodcuts.   Svo. ,  73.  net. 


THE  SUBTERRANEAN  WORLD.    With 

3  Maps  and  So  Woodcuts.  Svo. ,  75.  net. 
THE  AERIAL  WORLD.    With  Map,  8 

Plates  and  60  Woodcuts.  Svo. ,  75.  net. 
HEROES  OF  THE  POLAR  WORLD.     19 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.,  as. 
WONDERS  OF  THE  TROPICAL  FORESTS. 

40  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo. ,  as. 
WORKERS  UNDER  THE  GROUND.     29 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  25. 
MARVELS    OVER    OUR    HEADS.      ag 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo. ,  as. 
SEA  MONSTERS  AND  SEA  BIRDS.     75 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.,  as.  6d. 
DENIZENS  OK  THE  DEEP.      117  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo.,  25.  6d. 
VOLCANOES  AND  EARTHQUAKES.     30 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.,  as.  6d. 
WILD  ANIMALS    OF    THK    TROPICS. 

66  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo..  35.  64. 

Helmholtz.— POPULAR  LECTUK 
SCIENTIFIC  SUBJECTS.     Bv 
VON  HI.I.MHOI.T/.    \Vith68  Woodcuts. 
2  vols.     Crown  Svo. ,  y.  6d.  each. 
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Popular  Science  (Natural  History,  &c.). 


Hudson  (W.  H.). 

BRITISH  BIRDS.  With  a  Chapter  on 
Structure  and  Classification  by  FRANK 
E.  BEDDARD.  F.R.S.  With  16  Plates 
(8  of  which  are  Coloured),  and  over 
ico  Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Crown 
8vo. ,  75.  6d. 

BIRDS  IN  LONDON.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  from  Drawings  and 
Photographs. 

Proctor  (RICHARD  A.). 

LIGHT  SCIENCE  FOR  LEISURE  HOURS. 
Familiar  Essays  on  Scientific  Subjects. 
3  vols.  Crown  8vo.,  y.  each. 

ROUGH  WAYS  MADE  SMOOTH.  Fami- 
liar Essays  on  Scientific  Subjects. 
Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

PLEASANT  WAYS  IN  SCIENCE. 
Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

NATURE  STUDIES.  By  R.  A.  PROCTOR, 
GRANT  ALLEN,  A.  WILSON,  T. 
FOSTER  and  E.  CLODD.  Crown 
8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

LEISURE  READINGS.  By  R.  A.  PROC- 
TOR, E.  CLODD,  A.  WILSON,  T. 
FOSTER,  and  A.  C.  RANYARD.  Cr. 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 

*,*  For  Mr.  Proctor's  other  books  see 
Messrs.  Longmans  &  Co.'s  Catalogue  of 
Scientific  Works. 

Stanley. — A  FAMILIAR  HISTORY  OF 
BIRDS.  By  E.  STANLEY,  D.D.,  for- 
merly Bishop  of  Norwich.  With  160 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

Wood  (Rev.  J.  G.). 
HOMES  WITHOUT  HANDS  :  a  Descrip- 
tion of  the  Habitation  of  Animals, 
classed  according  to  the  Principle  of 
Construction.  With  140  Illustrations. 
8vo. ,  7*.  net. 


Wood  (Rev.  J.  G,.}— continued. 

INSECTS  AT  HOME  .  a  Popular  Account 
of  British  Insects,  their  Structure, 
Habits  and  Transformations.  With 
700  Illustrations.  8vo.,  js.  net. 

INSECTS  ABROAD  :  a  Popular  Account 
of  Foreign  Insects,  their  Structure, 
Habits  and  Transformations.  With 
600  Illustrations.  8vo. ,  TS.  net. 

BIBLE  ANIMALS  :  a  Description  o! 
every  Living  Creature  mentioned  in 
the  Scriptures.  With  112  Illustra- 
tions. 8vo. ,  js.  net. 

PETLAND  REVISITED.  With  33  Illus- 
trations. Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

OUT  OF  DOORS ;  a  Selection  of  Origi- 
nal Articles  on  Practical  Natural 
History.  With  n  Illustrations.  Cr. 
8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

STRANGE  DWELLINGS  :  a  Description 
of  the  Habitations  of  Animals, 
abridged  from  '  Homes  without 
Hands  '.  With  60  Illustrations.  Cr. 
8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

BIRD  LIFE  OF  THE  BIBLE.  32  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

WONDERFUL  NESTS.  30  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

HOMES     UNDER     THE     GROUND.         28 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

WILD  ANIMALS  OF  THE  BIBLE.  29 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

DOMESTIC  ANIMALS  OF  THE  BIBLE. 
23  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  3*.  6d. 

THE  BRANCH  BUILDERS.  28  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo.,  aj.  6d. 

SOCIAL  HABITATIONS  AND  PARASITIC 
NESTS.  18  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.,  aj. 


Works  of  Reference. 


.Longmans'  GAZETTEER  OF  THE 
WORLD.  Edited  by  GEORGE  G.  CHIS- 
HOI.M,  M.A.,  B.Sc.  Imp.  8vo.p  £2  is. 
cloth,  £2  i2s.  6d.  half-morocco. 

Maunder  (Samuel). 
BIOGRAPHICAL  TREASURY.   With  Sup- 
plement brought  down  to  1889.     By 
Rev.  JAMES  WOOD.    Fcp.  8vo.,  6s. 


Maunder  (Samuel) — continued. 

TREASURY  OF  GEOGRAPHY,  Physical, 
Historical,  Descriptive,  and  Political. 
With  7  Maps  and  16  Plates.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  6s. 

THE  TREASURY  OF  BIBLE  KNOW- 
LEDGE. By  the  Rev.  1.  AYRE,  M.A. 
With  5  Maps,  15  Plates,  and  300 
Woodcuts.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  6s. 
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Works  of  Reference — continued. 


Maunder  (Samuel) — continued. 

TREASURY  OF  KNOWLEDGE  AND 
LIBRARY  OF  REFERENCE.  Fcp.  8vo., 
6s. 

HISTORICAL  TREASURY  :  Fcp.  8vo.,  6s. 

SCIENTIFIC  AND  LITERARY  TREASURY. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  6s. 

THE  TREASURY  OF  BOTANY.  Edited 
by  J.  LINDLEY,  F.R.S.,  and  T. 
MOORE,  F.L.S.  With  274  Wood- 
cuts and  20  Steel  Plates.  2  vols. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  I2J. 


Roget.-THESAURUs  OF  ENGLISHWORDS 
AND  PHRASES.  Classified  and  Ar- 
ranged so  as  to  Facilitate  the  Expression 
of  Ideas  and  assist  in  Literary  Composi- 
tion. By  PETER  MARK  ROGET,  M.D., 
F.  R.S.  Recom posed  throughout,  en- 
larged and  improved,  partly  from  the 
Author's  Notes  and  with  a  full  Index, 
by  the  Author's  Son,  JOHN  LEWIS 
ROGET.  Crown  8vo. ,  ior.  6d. 

Willich.— POPULAR  TABLES  for  giving 
information  for  ascertaining  the  value  of 
Lifehold,  Leasehold,  and  Church  Pro- 
perty, the  Public  Funds,  &c.  By 
CHARLES  M.  WILLICH.  Edited  by  H. 
BENCE  JONES.  Crown  8vo.,  icu.  6rf. 


Children's  Books. 


Crake  (Rev.  A.  D.). 

EDWY  THE  FAIR;  or,  the  First  Chro- 
nicle of ^iscendune.  Crown 8vo.,2j.6;/. 

ALFGAR  THE  DANE:  or.the  Second  Chro- 
nicle of  ^iscendune.  Cr.  8vo. ,  £5.  6J. 

THE  RIVAL  HEIRS  :  being  the  Third 
and  Last  Chronicle  of  ^Escendune. 
Crown  8vo. ,  25.  6d. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  WALDERNE.  A  Tale 
of  the  Cloister  and  the  Forest  in  the 
Days  of  the  Barons'  Wars.  Crown 
8vo.,  2S.  6d. 

BRIAN  FITZ-COUNT.  A  Story  of  Wal- 
lingford  Castle  and  Dorchester  Abbey. 
Crown  8vo.,  2?.  6d 

Lang  (ANDREW)— EDITED  BY. 
THE   BLUE  FAIRY  BOOK.      With  138 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 
THE    RED    FAIRY   BOOK.     With  too 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  6j. 
THE  GREEN  FAIRY  BOOK.    With  99 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6.?. 
THE  YELLOW  FAIRY  BOOK.   With  104 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
THE    PINK   FAIRY  BOOK.     With  67 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
THE  BLUE  POETRY  BOOK.    With  too 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
THE   BLUE    POETRY    BOOK.     School 

Edition,    without  Illustrations.     Fcp. 

8vo.,  2s.  6d. 
THE  TKUE  STORY   BOOK.    With    e 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 


Lang  (ANDREW) — continued. 
THE  RED  TRUE  STORY  BOOK.    With 

100  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 
THE   ANIMAL   STORY    BOOK.     With 

67  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Meade  (L.  T.). 

DADDY'S  BOY.  With  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

DEB  AND  THE  DUCHESS.  With  Illus- 
trations. Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

THE  BEKESFORD  PRIZE.  With  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6J. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  SURPRISES.  With  Illu- 
strations. Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

Molesworth.  —  SILVERTHORNS.  By 
Mrs.  MOLESWORTH.  With  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  y. 

Praeger.— THE  ADVENTURES  .>F  THK 
THREE  BOLD  BABES  :  Hector,  Honoria 
and  Alisander.  A  Story  in  Pictures. 
By  S.  ROSAMOND  I'RAK.CER.  With  04 
Coloured  Plates  and  24  Outline  Pic- 
tures. Oblong  410.,  y.  6d. 

Stevenson.— A  CHILD'S  GARDEN  OP 
VERSES.  By  ROBERT  LOUISSTKVKNSON. 
fcp.  8vo. ,  y. 

Sullivan.-HRRE  THKY  ARK!  More 
Stories  Written  and  Illustrated  by 
IAWKS  F.  SULLIVAN.  Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
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Children's  Books — continued. 


Upton  (FLORENCE  K.,  and  BERTHA). 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  Two  DUTCH 
DOLI.S  AND  A  '  GOLLIWOGG'.  With 
31  Coloured  Plates  and  numerous 
Illustrations  in  the  Text.  Oblong 
4to. ,  6s. 

THE  GOLLIWOGG'S  BICYCLE  CLUB. 
With  31  Coloured  Plates  and 
numerous  Illustrations  in  the  Text. 
Oblong  410.,  dr. 


Upton  (FLORENCE  K.,  and  BERTHA)— 

continued. 

THE  VEGE-MEN'S  REVENGE.  With  31 
Coloured  Plates  and  numerous  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.  Oblong  410.,  6s. 

Wordsworth. — THE  SNOW  GARDEN, 
and  other  Fairy  Tales  for  Children.  By 
ELIZABETH  WORDSWORTH.  With  To 
Illustrations  by  TREVOR  HADDON. 
Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 


Longmans'  Series 

Price  2J. 

ATELIER    (THE)   Du    LYS  :   or   an  Art 
Student  in  the  Reign  of  Terror. 
BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR. 

Mademoiselle  Mori:  I  The  Younger  Sister. 

a  Tale  of  Modern  !  That  Child. 

Rome.  i  Under  a  Cloud. 

In  the  Olden  Time:  I  Hester's  Venture. 

a     Tale     of     the  i  The  Fiddler  of  Lugau. 

Peasant   War    in  i  A  Chi'.d  of  the  Revolu- 

Germany.  \      tion. 


ATHERSTONE  PRIORY.  By  L.  N.  COMYN. 
THE  STORY  OF  A  SPRING  MORNING,  &c. 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH.     Illustrated. 
THE   PALACE  IN  THE  GARDEN.     By 

Mrs.  MOLESWORTH.     Illustrated. 
NEIGHBOURS.    By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 
THE  THIRD  Miss  ST.  QUENTIN.     By  , 

Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 


of  Books  for  Girls. 

6d.  each. 

VERY  YOUNG;  and  QUITE  ANOTHER 
STORY.  Two  Stories.  By  JEAN  INGK- 
LOW. 

CAN  THIS  BE  LOVE  ?  By  LOUISA  PAKR. 

KEITH  DF.RAMORE.  By  the  Author  of 
1  Miss  Molly '. 

SIDNEY.    By  MARGARET  DELANO. 

AN  ARRANGED  MARRIAGE.  By  DORO- 
THEA GERARD. 

LAST  WORDS  TO  GIRLS  ON  LIFE  AT 
SCHOOL  AND  AFTER  SCHOOL.  By 
MARIA  GREY. 

STRAY  THOUGHTS  FOR  GIRLS.  By 
LUCY  H.  M.  SOULSBY,  Head  Mistress 
of  Oxford  High  School.  i6mo. ,  is.  6d. 
net. 


The  Silver 

CROWN  8vo.     y.  6d. 
Arnold's  (Sir  Edwin)  Seas  and  Lands. 

With  71  Illustrations,     y.  6d. 

Bagehofs  (W.)   Biographical    Studies. 

y.  6d. 

Bagehot's(W.)  Economic  Studies,  y.  6d. 
Bagehofs  (W.)  Literary  Studies.    With 

Portrait.     3  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 
Baker's    (Sir    8.    W.)    Eight  Years   in 

Ceylon.    With  6  Illustrations.     3*.  6rf. 
Baker's  (Sir  S.  W.)  Rifle  and  Hound  in 

Ceylon.    With  6  Illustrations,    y.  6d. 
Baring-Gould's  (Rev.  S.)  Curious  Myths 

of  the  Middle  Ages.     y.  6</. 
Baring-Gould's   (Rev.    S.)  Origin    and 

Development  of  Religious  Belief.    2 

vols.     y.  6d.  each. 


Library. 

EACH  VOLUME. 

Becker's  (W.  A.)  Callus :  or,  Roman 
Scenes  in  the  Time  of  Augustus.  With 
26  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 

Becker's  (W.  A.)  Charicles :  or,  Illustra- 
tions of  the  Private  Life  of  the  Ancient 
Greeks.  With  26  Illustrations,  y.&l. 

Bent's  (J.  T.)  The  Ruined  Cities  of  Ka- 
shonaiand.  With  117  Illustrations. 
y.  6J. 

Brassey's  (Lady)  A  Voyage  in  the «  Sun- 
beam '.  With  66  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 

Butler's  (Edward  A.)  Our  Household 
Insects.  With  7  Plates  and  113  Illus- 
trations in  the  Text.  3^.  6d. 

Clodd's  (E.)  Story  of  Creation  :  a  Plain 
Account  of  Evolution.  With  77  Illus- 
trations. 35.  6d. 
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The  Silver  Library 

Conybeare  (Rev.  W.  J.)  and  Howson's 

(Very  Rev.  J.  S.)  Life  and  Epistles  of 

St.  Paul.  With  46  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 
Dougall's(L.)Beggars  All;  a  Novel.  y.6d. 
Doyle's  (A.  Conan)  Micah  Clark* :  a  Tale 

of  Monmouth's  Rebellion.     With  10 

Illustrations.     y.  6d. 
Doyle's  (A.  Conan)  The  Captain  of  the 

Polestar,  and  other  Tales.     y.  6d. 
Doyle's  (A.  Conan)   The   Refugees  :  A 

Tale   of   the   Huguenots.      With   25 

Illustrations,  35.  6d. 
Doyle's  (A.  Conan)  The  Stark  Mur.ro 

Letters.    y.  6d. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  History  of  England, 

from  the  Fall  of  Wolsey  to  the  Defeat 

of    the   Spanish    Armada.      12    rols. 

y.  6d.  each. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  English  in  Ireland. 

3  vols.     IQS.  6d. 
Froude's  ( J.  A.)  The  Divorce  of  Catherine 

of  Aragon.    35.  6d. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Spanish  Story  of 

the  Armada,  and  other  Essays,  y.  6ei. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  Short  Studies  on  Great 

Subjects.    4  vols.     3*.  6d.  each. 
Froude's  (J.  A.)  The  Council  of  Trent. 

y.  6d. 
Froude's   (J.    A.)  Thomas    Carlyle:    a 

History  of  his  Life. 

1795-1835.     2  vols.     7.1. 

1834-1881.     2  vols.     7s. 
Froude's  ( J.  A.)  Caesar :  a  Sketch.    3*.  6d. 
Fronde's  (J.  A.)  The  Two  Chiefs  of  Dun- 
boy:  an  Irish  Romance  of  the  Last 

Century.     35.  6d. 
Gleig's  (Rev.  G.  R.)  Life  of  tin  Duke  of 

Wellington.  With  Portrait.  3*.  6d. 
Greville's  (C.  C.  F.)  Journal  of  the 

Reigns  of    King    George    IV.,    King 

William   IV.,  and   Queen    Victoria. 

8  vols,  3J.  6d.  each. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  She :  A  History  of 

Adventure.  32  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Allan  Quatermain. 

With  20  illustrations.     3^.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.    R.)    Colonel    Quaritch, 

V.C.  :  a  Tale  of  Country  Life.  3^.  <W. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Cleopatra.  With  29 

Illustrations,     y.  6d. 
Haggard's    (H.     R.)    Eric    Brighteyes. 

With  51  Illustrations.     3*.  6d. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Beatrice.    3*.  6rf. 
Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Allan's  Wife.    With 

34  Illustrations.     3*.  6d. 
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Haggard's  (H.  R.)  MontezumaV,  Paugh- 
ter.  With  25  Illustrations. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  The  Witch's  Head. 
With  16  Illustrations,  y.  6</. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Mr.  Meeson'i  Will. 
With  16  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Nada  the  Lily.  With 
23  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Dawn.  With  16  Illus- 
trations, y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)The  People  of  the  Mist. 
With  16  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 

Haggard's  (H.  R.)  Joan  Haste.  With 
20  Illustrations.  3*.  6d. 

Haggard  (H.  R.)  and  Lang's  (A.)  The 
World's  Desire.  With  2711)115.  y.  6d. 

Harte's  (Bret)  In  the  Carqulnez  Woods, 
and  other  Stories,  y.  6</. 

Helmholtz's (Hermann  von) Popular  Lec- 
tures on  Scientific  Subjects.  With  68 
Illustrations.  2  vols.  3.1.  6d.  each. 

Hornnng's  (E.  W.)The  Unbidden  Guest 
y.  6ci. 

Howitt's  (W.)  Visits  to  Remarkable 
Places.  With  80  Illustrations.  y.(>J. 

Jefferles'CR.)  The  Story  of  My  Heart:  My 
Autobiography.  With  Portrait.  31.  6rf. 

Jefferles'  (R.)  Field  and  Hedgerow. 
With  Portrait.  3^.  6d. 

Jefferies'  (R.)  Red  Deer.  17  Illus.  y.  6d. 

Jefferies'  (R.)  Wood  Magic:  a  Fable. 
3*.  6rf. 

Jefferies'  (R.)  The  Toilers  of  the  Field. 
With  Portrait  from  the  Bust  in  Salis- 
bury Cathedral.  3*.  6d. 

Kaye  (Sir  J.)  and  Malleton's  (Colonel) 
History  of  the  Indian  Mutiny  of 
1887-8.  6  vols.  y.  6d.  each. 

Knight's(E.  F.)The  Crulte  of  the '  Alerte '  : 
the  Narrative  of  a  Search  for  I 
on    the   Desert   Island  of   Trinidad. 
With  2   Maps  and  23   Illustrations. 
y.  6d. 

Knight's  (E.  F.)  Where  Three  Empires 
Meet :  a  Narrative  of  Recent  Trviv.-!  in 
Kashmir,  Western  Tibet.  Haitian, 
Gilgit.  With  a  Map  and  54  Illustra- 
tions, y.  fxi 

Knight's  (E.  F.)  The  'Falcon'  on  the 
Baltic.  With  Map  and  n  Illustra- 
tions, y.  6d. 

KcBstlln's  (J.)  Life  of  Luther.  With  6a 
Illustrations,  &c.  y.  6d. 

Lang's  (A.   Angling  Sketches.    20  111 
trations.     3*.  6rf. 

Lang's  (A.)  The  Monk  of  Fife.  With  13 
Illustrations,  y.  bd. 
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The  Silver  Library- 


-con tinned. 


Land's  (A.)  Custom  and  Myth  :  Studies 

of  Early  Usage  and  Belief,     y.  dd. 
Lang's     (Andrew)     Cock     Lane     and 

Common-Sense.    With  a   New  Pre- 
face.    3*.  6d. 
Lees  (J.  A.)  and  Clutterbuck's  (V/.J.)B.C. 

1887,  A  Ramble  In  British  Columbia. 

With  Maps  and  75  Illustrations,  y.  6rf. 
Hacaulay's  (Lord)  Essays  and  Lays  of 

Ancient   Rome.    With    Portrait   and 

Illustration.     3^.  6d. 
Macleod's  (H.  D.)  Elements  of  Bank- 
ing.   35.  6d. 

Marbot's  (Baron  de)  Memoirs.    Trans- 
lated.    2  vols.     ys. 
Marshman  's  (J.  C.)  Memoirs  of  Sir  Henry 

Havelock.     3.5.  6d. 
Max  Mailer's  (F.)  India,  what  can  it 

teach  us  ?     y.  6./. 
Max  Mnller's  (F.)  Introduction  to  the 

Science  of  Religion,    y.  6d. 
Merl  vale's  (Dean)  History  of  the  Romans 

nnder  the  Empire.    8  vols.    y.  6d.  ea. 
Mill's  (J.  8.)  Political  Economy,    y.  6J. 
Mill's  (J.  8.)  System  of  Logic,    y.  6d. 
Milner's  (Geo.)  Country  Pleasures :  the 

Chronicle  of  a  Year  chiefly  in  a  garden. 

y.6d. 
Hanson's  (F.)  The    First  Crossing  of 

Greenland.     With   Illustrations  and 

a  Map.     y.  6d. 
Phllllpps-WolIey's(C.)  Snap:  a  Legend 

of  the   Lone   Mountain.      With    13 

Illustrations,     y.  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Moon.    3*.  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Orbs  Around  Us. 

y.  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.  A.)  The  Expanse  of  Heaven. 

y.  6d. 
Proctor's  (R.   A.)   Other  Worlds   than 

Ours.     y.  6d. 


Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Our  Place  among  Infi- 
nities: a  Series  of  Essays  contrasting 
our  Little  Abode  in  Space  and  T  m  • 
with  the  Infinities  around  us.     Ci 
8vo. ,  y..6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Other  Snns  than 
Ours.  y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Rough  Ways  made 
Smooth,  y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Pleasant  Ways  in 
Science.  3.?.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Myths  and  Marvels 
of  Astronomy.  3^.  6d. 

Proctor's  ( R.  A.)  Nature  Studies,    y.  6d. 

Proctor's  (R.  A.)  Leisure  Readings.  By 
R.  A.  PROCTOR,  EDWARD  CLOUD', 
ANDREW  WILSON,  THOMAS  FOSTER, 
and  A.  C.  RANYARD.  With  Illustra- 
tions. 3-r.  6d. 

Rhoscomyl's  (Owen)  The  Jewel  of  Ynys 
Galon.  With  12  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 

Rossetti's (Maria  F.)  A  Shadow  of  Dante. 
3^.  6d. 

Smith's  (R.  Bosworth)  Carthage  and  the 
Carthaginians.  With  Maps,  Plans, 
&c.  y.  6d. 

Stanley's  (Bishop)  Familiar  History  of 
Birds.  With  160  Illustrations.  3.5.  6d. 

Stevenson's  (R.  L.)  The  Strange  Case  of 
Dr.  Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde ;  with  other 
Fables.  3^.  6d. 

Stevenson  (R.  L.)  and  Osbourne's  (LI.) 
The  Wrong  Box.  y.  6d. 

Stevenson  (Robt.  Louis)  and  Stevenson's 
(Fanny  van  de  Grlft)More  New  Arabian 
Nights. — The  Dynamiter,  y.  6d. 

Weyman's  (Stanley  J.)  The  House  of 
the  Wolf:  a  Romance.  3*.  6J. 

Wood's  (Rev.  J.  G.)  Petland  Revisited. 
With  3^;  Illustrations.  3^.  6</. 

Wood's  (Rev.  J.  G.)  Strange  Dwellings. 
With  60  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 

Wood's  (Rev.  J.  G.)  Out  of  Doors.  With 
ii  Illustrations.  3.1.  6d. 


Cookery,  Domestic  Management,  &c. 


Acton.— MODERN  COOKERY.  By  ELIZA 
ACTON.  With  150  Woodcuts.  Fcp. 
8vo. ,  41.  6d. 

Bull  (THOMAS,  M.D.). 

HINTS  TO  MOTHERS  ON  THE  MANAGE- 
MENT OF  THEIR  HEALTH  DURING 
THE  PERIOD  OF  PREGNANCY.  Fcp. 
8vo.,  is.  6d. 

THE  MATERNAL  MANAGEMENT  OF 
CHILDREN  IN  HEALTH  ANDDISEASE. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 


De  Sails  (Mrs.). 

CAKES  AND  CONFECTIONS  X  LA  MODE. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 


DOGS  :  a  Manual  for  Amateurs. 
8vo.,  is.  6d. 


Fcp. 


DRESSED  GAME  AND  POULTRY  X  LA 
MOM-:.     Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6./. 

DRESSED  VEGETABLES  A   LA  MODE. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6J. 
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De    Sails  (Mrs.  }-continued.  ;  De  Sails  (Mrs.)-continue<i. 

DRINKS  X  LA  MODE.  Fcp.  8vo.,  u.  bd. 
ENTRIES  X  LA  MODE.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  is.  bd. 
FLORAL  DECORATIONS.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  u.  6d. 


GARDENING  A  LA  MODE.     Fcp.  8vo. 
Part  I.     Vegetables,     u.  bd. 
Part  II.     Fruits,     is.  bd. 

NATIONAL  VIANDS  X  LA  MODE.    Fcp. 
8vo. ,  is.  6d. 

NEW-LAID  EGGS.    Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  bd. 
OYSTERS  X  LA  MODE.    Fcp.  8vo. ,  i s.  6d. 

PUDDINGS  AND  PASTRY  X  LA  MODE. 
Fcp.  8vo. ,  is.  6d. 

SAVOUR  IES  X  LA  MODE.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  is.  6d. 

SOUPS  AND  DRESSED  FISH  X  LA  MODE. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 

SWEETS  AND  SUPPER  DISHES  X  LA 
MODE.     Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 


TEMPTING  DISHES  FOR  SMALL  IN- 
COMES. Fcp.  8vo.,  is.  6d. 

WRINKLES  AND  NOTIONS  FOR  EVERT 
HOUSEHOLD.  Cr.  8vo.,  is.  bd. 


Lear.— MAIGRE  COOKERY.  By  H  L 
SIDNEY  LEAR.  i6mo.,  2*. 

Poole.— COOKERY  FOR  THE  DIABETIC 
By  W.  H.  and  Mrs.  PoOLE.  With 
Preface  by  Dr.  PAVY.  Fcp.  8vo. ,  aj.  6d. 

Walker  (JANE  H.). 
A  BOOK  FOR  EVERY  WOMAN. 

Part  I.     The  Management  of  Children 
in  Health  and  out  of  Health.     Cr. 
8vo.,  zs.  6d. 
Part  II.     Woman  in  Health  and  out 

of  Health.  Crown  8vo,  u.  bd. 
A  HANDBOOK  FOR  MOTHERS:  being 
Simple  Hints  to  Women  on  the 
Management  of  their  Health  during 
Pregnancy  and  Confinement,  together 
with  Plain  Directions  as  to  the  Care 
of  Infants.  Cr.  8vo.,  2J.  6d. 


Miscellaneous  and  Critical  Works. 


Allingham.— VARIETIES    IN    PROSE. 

By  WILLIAM  ALLINGHAM.  3  vols.   Cr. 

8vo,  i8s.     (Vols.  i  and  2,  Rambles,  by 

PATRICIUS  WALKER.      Vol.    3,   Irish 

Sketches,  etc.) 
Armstrong. — ESSAYS  AND  SKETCHES. 

By  EDMUND]  .ARMSTRONG.  Fcp.  8vo.,  5*. 

Bagehot.— LITERARY    STUDIES.      By 

WALTER  BAGEHOT.      With    Portrait. 

3  vols.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d.  each. 
Baring-Gould.— CURIOUS  MYTHS  OF 

THE     MIDDLE    AGES.       By    Rev.    S. 

BARING-GOULD.     Crown  8vo.,  y.  bd. 
Baynes. — SHAKESPEARE  STUDIES,  AND 

OTHER  ESSAYS.    By  the  late  THOMAS 

SPENCER      BAYNES,     LL.B. ,     LL.D. 

With  a  Biographical   Preface   by  Prof. 

LEWIS  CAMPBELL.    Crown  8vo. ,  js.  bd. 
Boyd  (A.  K.  H.)    ('  A.K.H.B.'). 

And  see  MISCELLANEOUS  THEOLO- 
GICAL WORKS,  p.  32. 

AUTUMN  HOLIDAYS  OF  A  COUNTRY 
PARSON.  Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

COMMONPLACE  PHILOSOPHER.  Crown 
8vo. ,  35.  bd. 

CRITICAL  ESSAYS  OF  A  COUNTRY 
PARSON.  Crown  8vo. ,  3J.  bd. 


Boyd   (A.    K.    H.)    ('  A.K.H.B.')- 

continued. 

EAST  COAST  DAYS  AND  MEMORIES. 
Crown  8vo.,  y.  bd. 

LANDSCAPES,  CHURCHES  AND  MORA- 
LITIES. Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

LEISURE  HOURS  IN  TOWN.  Crown 
8vo.,  35.  bd. 

LESSONSOFMlDDLEAGK.  Cr.8vO.,3J.6rf. 

OUR  LITTLE  LIFE.    Two  Series.    Cr. 

8vo. ,  y.  bd.  each. 
OUR  HOMELYCOMEDY:  ANDTRAGEDT. 

Crown  8vo.,  y.  bd. 
RECREATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  PARSON. 

Three  Series.    Cr.  8vo.,  y.  bd.  each. 

Brookings.— BRIEFS  FOR  DEBATE  ON 
CURRENT  POLITICAL,  ECONOMIC  AND 
SOCIAL  TOPICS.  Edited  by  W.  Du 
Bois  BROOKINGS,  A.B.  of  the  Harvard 
Law  School,  and  RALPH  CURTIS  RiNG- 
WALT,  A.B.,  Assistant  in  Rhetoric  in 
Columbia  University,  New  York 
an  Introduction  on  rThe  Art  of  Debate' 

1.1.  I!  ART.  1 

I  University.     With  full  Index 
Ciowa  8vo.,  fa. 
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Miscellaneous  and  Critical  Works—  continued. 


Butler  (SAMUEL). 
EREWHON.    Cr.  8vo.,  5*. 
THE  FAIR  HAVEN.    A  Work  in  Defence 

of  the    Miraculous    Element   in   our 

Lord's  Ministry.     Cr.  8vo. ,  js.  6d. 
LIFE  AND  HABIT.      An  Essay  after  a 

Completer  View  of  Evolution.      Cr. 

8vo.,  7*.  6J. 
EVOLUTION,  OLD  AND  NEW.    Cr.  8vo., 

ioj.  6d. 
ALPS  AND  SANCTUARIES  OF  PIEDMONT 

AND   CANTON   TiciNO.      Illustrated. 

Pott  410.,  \os.6d. 
LUCK,  OR  CUNNING,  AS  THE  MAIN 

MEANS  OF  ORGANIC  MODIFICATION ? 

Cr.  8vo.,  js.  6d. 
Ex   VOTO.    An  Account  of  the  Sacro 

Monte  or  New  Jerusalem  at  Varallo- 

Sesia.     Crown  8vo.,  IQJ.  6d. 
THE  AUTHORESS  OF   THE   ODYSSEY, 

WHERE   AND   WHEN   SHE  WROTE, 

WHO  SHE  WAS,  THE  USE  SHE  MADE 

OF  THE  ILIAD,  AND  HOW  THE  POEM 

GREW   UNDER    HER    HANDS.         With 

Illustrations.    8vo.,  los.  6d. 

CHARITIES  REGISTER,  THE  AN- 
NUAL, AND  DIGEST.  Volume 
for  1898 :  being  a  Classified  Register 
of  Charities  in  or  available  in  the  Metro- 
polis. With  an  Introduction  by  C.  S. 
LOCH,  Secretary  to  the  Council  of  the 
Charity  Organisation  Society,  London. 
8vo.,  4;. 

Dreyfus. — LKCTURES  ON  FRENCH 
LITERATURE.  Delivered  in  Melbourne 
by  IRMA  DREYFUS.  With  Portrait  of 
the  Author.  Large  crown  8vo.,  izj.  (>d. 

Evans.— THE  ANCIENT  STONE  IMPLE- 
MENTS, WEAPONS,  AND  ORNAMENTS 
OF  GREAT  BRITAIN.  By  Sir  JOHN 
EVANS,  K.C.B.,  D.C.L..  LL.D., 
F.R.S.,  etc.  With  537  Illustrations. 
Medium  8vo.,  28s. 

Gwilt. — AN  ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  ARCHI- 
TECTURE. By  JOSEPH  GWILT,  F.S.A. 
Illustrated  with  more  than  noo  Engrav- 
ings on  Wood.  Revised  (1888),  \vith 
Alterations  and  Considerable  Additions 
by  WYATT  PAPWORTH.  8vo.,  £-2.  ias.  6d. 

Hamlin.— A  TEXT-BOOK  OF  THE  HIS- 
TORY OF  ARCHITECTURE.  By  A.  D.  F. 
HAMLIN,  A.M.  With  229  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.,  71.  6d. 


Haweis.— Music  AND  MORALS.  By  the 
Rev.  H.  R.  HAWEIS.  With  Portrait  o< 
the  Author,  and  numerous  Illustratij^H 
Facsimiles  and  Diagrams.  Crown  8vo., 
7s.  6d. 

Hime.  —  STRAY    MILITARY    PAPERS. 
By  Lieut. -Colonel  H.  W.  I.    MIME  (late 
Royal  Artillery).     8vo. ,  -js.  6d. 
CONTENTS.  —  Infantry    Fire    Formations— 

On  Marking  at  Rifle  Matches— The  Progreai 

of  Field  Artillery — The  Reconnoitering  Dutiet 

of  Cavalry. 

Indian  Ideals  (No.  i). 

NARADA  SUTRA  :  an  Inquiry  into 
Love  (Bhakti-Jijnasa).  Translated 
from  the  Sanskrit,  with  an  Indepej& 
dent  Commentary,  by  E.  T.  STURDY. 
Crown  8vo. ,  2s.  6d.  net. 

Jefferies  (RICHARD). 

FIELD  AND  HEDGEROW.  With  Por- 
trait. Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6J. 

THE  STORY  OF  MY  HEART  :  my  Auto- 
biography. With  Portrait  and  New 
Preface  by  C.  J.  LONGMAN.  Crown 
8vo. ,  3*.  6d. 

RED  DEER.  With  17  Illustrations  by  J. 
CHARLTON  and  H.  TUNALY.  Crown 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 

THE  TOILERS  OF  THE  FIELD.  With 
Portrait  from  the  Bust  in  Salisbury 
Cathedral.  Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

WOOD  MAGIC  :  a  Fable.  With  Frontis- 
piece and  Vignette  by  E.  V.  B.  Cr. 
8vo.,  y.  6d. 

THOUGHTS  FROM  THE  WRITINGS  OF 
RICHARD  JEFFERIES.  Selected  by 
H.S.  HOOLE  WAYLKN.  i6mo.,y.6d. 

Johnson. — THE  PATENTEE'S  MANUAL: 
a  Treatise  on  the  Law  and  Practice  of 
Letters  Patent.  By  J.  &  J.  H.  JOHN- 
SON, Patent  Agents,  &c.  8vo. ,  los.  dd. 

Lang  (ANDREW). 
MODERN  MYTHOLOGY.    8vo.    QJ. 
LETTERS  TO  DEAD  AUTHORS.     Fcp. 

8vo. ,  2s.  dti.  net. 
BOOKS     AND    BOOKMEN.       With     2 

Coloured  Plates  and  17  Illustrations. 

Fcp.  8vo. ,  2J.  6d.  net. 
OLD  FRIENDS.     Fcp.  8vo.,  as.  6d.  net 
LETTERS  ON  LITERATURE.    Fcp.  8vo., 

zs.  (xi.  net. 
COCK    LANE    AND    COMMON-SENSE. 

Crown  8vo. ,  3^.  6d. 
THE  BOOK  OF  DREAMS  AND  GHOSTS. 

Crown  8vo.,  6.s. 
ESSAYS  IN  LITTLE.     With  Portrait  of 

the  Author.     Crown  8vo. ,  2J.  dd. 
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Macfarren.  —  LECTURES  ON  HAR- 
MONY. By  Sir  GEO.  A.  MACFARREN. 
8vo.,  i2s. 

Madden.— THE  DIARY  OF  MASTER 
WILLIAM  SILENCE  :  a  Study  of  Shake- 
speare and  Elizabethan  Sport.  By  the 
Right  Hon.  D.  H.  MADDEN.  8vo. ,  i6s. 

Max  Miiller  (F.). 
INDIA  :  WHAT  CAN  IT  TEACH  us  ?    Cr. 

8vo. ,  3.?.  6d. 
CHIPS  FROM  A  GERMAN  WORKSHOP. 


Vol.  I.   Recent  Essays  and  Addresses. 

Cr.  8vo.,  6s.  6d.  net. 
Vol.    II.      Biographical  Essays.     Cr. 

8vo. ,  6s.  6d.  net. 
Vol.    III.    Essays  on  Language  and 

Literature.     Cr.  8vo. .  6s.  6d.  net. 
Vol.   IV.     Essays  on  Mythology  and 
Folk  Lore.    Crown  8vo. ,  8s.  6d.  net. 
CONTRIBUTIONS  TO  THE  SCIENCE  OF 

MYTHOLOGY.     2  vols.    8vo.,  32^. 
Milner.  —  COUNTRY  PLEASURES  :   the 
Chronicle  of  a  Year  chiefly  in  a  Garden. 
By  GEORGE  MILNER.    Cr.  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Morris  (WILLIAM). 
SIGNS  OF  CHANGE.     Seven  Lectures. 

Post  8vo. ,  4S.  6d. 
HOPES  AND  FEARS  FOR  ART.     Five 

Lectures.     Crown  8vo. ,  4S.  6d. 
Orchard.  —  THE    ASTRONOMY   OF 
'  MILTON'S    PARADISE    LOST  '.      By 
THOMAS  N.  ORCHARD,  M.D. ,  Member 
of  the  British  Astronomical  Association. 
With  13  Illustrations.     8vo.,  151. 
Poore(GEORGE  VIVIAN,  M.D..F.R.C. P.). 
ESSAYS  ON  RURAL  HYGIENE.    With  13 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  6s.  6d. 
THE    DWELLING    HOUSE.      With    36 

Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
Proctor.  —  STRENGTH  :  How  to  get 
Strong  and  keep  Strong,  with  Chapters 
on  Rowing  and  Swimming,  Fat,  Age, 
and  the  Waist.  By  R.  A.  PROCTOR. 
With  9  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  zs. 


continued. 

PROGRESS  IN  WOMEN'S  EDUCA- 
TION IN  THE  BRITISH  EMPIRE. 
Being  the  Report  of  the  Education  Sec- 
tion, Victorian  Era  Exhibition,  1897. 
Edited  by  theCouNTESSOF  WARWICK. 
With  10  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

Rossetti.—  A  SHADOW  OF  DANTE  :  be- 
ing an  Essay  towards  studying  Himself, 
his  World,  and  his  Pilgrimage.  By 
MARIA  FRANCESCA  ROSSETTI.  Crown 
8vo. ,  SJT.  6d. 


Solovyoff.— A  MODERN  PRIESTESS  OF 
Isis  (MADAME  BLAVATSKY).  Abridged 
and  Translated  on  Behalf  of  the  Society 
for  Psychical  Research  from  the  Russian 
of  VSEVOLODSERGVEEVICH  SOLOVYOFF. 
By  WALTER  LEAF,  Litt.  D.  With 
Appendices.  Crown  8vo. ,  6s. 

Soulsby  (LUCY  H.  M.). 
STRAY  THOUGHTS  ON  READING.  Small 

8vo.,  zs.  6d.  net. 
STRAY  THOUGHTS  FOR  GIRLS.    i6mo., 

is.  6d.  net. 
STRAY  THOUGHTS  FOR  MOTHERS  AND 

TEACHERS.    Fcp.  8vo.,  zs.  6d.  net. 
STRAY    THOUGHTS    FOR     INVALIDS. 
i6mo. ,  zs.  net. 

Stevens. — ON  THE  STOWAGE  OF  SHIPS 
AND  THEIR  CARGOES.  With  Informa- 
tion regarding  Freights,  Charter- Parties, 
&c.  By  ROBERT  WHITE  STEVENS, 
8vo.,  zjs. 

Turner  and  Sutherland.  —  THE 
DEVELOPMENT  OF  AUSTRALIAN  LITER- 
ATURE. By  HENRY  GYLES  TURNER 
and  ALEXANDER  SUTHERLAND.  With 
5  Portraits  and  an  Illust.  Cr.  8vo. ,  ST. 

white.— AN  EXAMINATION  OF  IHK 
CHARGE  OF  APOSTASY  AGAINST 
\VOKHSWORTH.  By  WILLIAM  HALE 
WIIITK,  Editor  of  '  A  Description  of  the 
Wordsworth  and  Coleridge  MSS.  in  the 
Possession  of  Mr.  T.  Norton  Longman  '. 
Crown  8vo. ,  3.1.  6d. 


Miscellaneous  Theological  Works. 

*  *  For  C/iwch  of  England  and  Roman  Catholic  \ -Vorks  see  MESSRS.  LONGMANS  &  Co.'s 
Special  Catalogues. 


Balfour.— THE  FOUNDATIONS  OF  BE- 
LIEF :  being  Notes  Introductory  to  the 
Study  of  Theology.  By  the  Right  Hon. 
ARTHUR.].  BALFOUR, M. P.  8vo.,izs.6J. 

Bird  (ROBERT). 

A  CHILD'S  RELIGION.     Crown  8vo.,  as. 
JOSEPH  THE  DREAMER.     Cr.  8vo. ,  5*. 


Bird  (ROBERT)— continued. 
JF.SUS,  THE  CARPENTER  OF  NAZARETH. 

Twelfth  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  5;. 
To   be  had   also   in  Two   Parts,  price 

zs.  6d.  each. 
Part.  I.— GALILEE  AND  THE  LAKE  or 

GKNM  SAKI  i. 
Part  1 1.— JERUSALEM  ANDTHE  PER*A. 
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Boyd  (A.  K.  H.)  ('  A.K.H.B.').  Martineau.  (JAMES)— continued. 


OCCASIONAL  AND  IMMEMORIAL  DAYS: 
Discourses.  Crown  8vo. ,  js.  6J. 

COUNSEL  AND  COMFORT  FROM  A  CITY 
PULPIT.  Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 

SUNDAY  AFTERNOONS  IN  THE  PARISH 
CHURCH  OF  A  SCOTTISH  UNIVERSITY 
CITY.  Crown  8vo.,  35.  6rf. 

CHANGED  ASPECTS  OF  UNCHANGED 
TRUTHS.  Crown  8vo. ,  y.  6d. 

GRAVER  THOUGHTS  OF  A  COUNTRY 
PARSON.  Three  Series.  Crown  8 vo., 
3*.  6d,  each. 

PRESENT  DAY  THOUGHTS.  Crown  8vo. , 
y.  6d. 

SEASIDE  MUSINGS.     Cr.  8vo.,  y.  f>d. 

'To  MEET  THE  DAY'  through  the 
Christian  Year  ;  being  a  Text  of  Scrip- 
ture, with  an  Original  Meditation  and 
a  Short  Selection  in  Verse  for  Ever? 
Day.  Crown  8vo.,  4J.  6J. 

Gibson.— THE  ABBE  DE  LA.MEXNAIS 
AND  THE  LIBERAL  CATHOLIC  MOVE- 
MENT IN  FRANCE.  By  the  HON.  W. 
GIBSON.  With  Portrait.  8vo.,  izy.  6d. 

Kalisch  (M.  M.,  Ph.D.). 

BIBLE  STUDIES.  Part  I.  Prophecies 
of  Balaam.  8vo.,  ios.  6d.  Part  II. 
The  Book  of  Jonah.  8vo. ,  IQJ.  6d. 

COMMENTARYON  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT: 
with    a     new    Translation.      Vol.    I. 
Genesis.  8vo.,  i8s.   Or  adapt ..•<[  for  the 
General  Reader.  i2s.  Vol.  II. 
i$s.      Or    adapted    for    the 
Reader,  izs.  Vol.  III.  Loviti 

I.  15*.     Or  adapted  for  the  General 
Reader.  &r.    Vol.  IV.   I^eviticus,  Part 

II.  i$s.     Or  adapted  for  the  General 
Reader.     8s. 

Macdonald  (GEORGE). 

UNSPOKEN  SERMONS.  Three  Series. 
Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d.  each. 

THE  MIRACLES  OF  OUR  LORD.  Crown 
8vo. ,  y.  6>i. 

Martineau  (JAMES). 
HOURS    OF    THOUGHT    ON    SACRED  ! 
THINGS  :  Sermons.     2  Vols.    Crown  : 
8vo.   y.  6d.  each. 
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ENDEAVOURS  AFTER  THE  CHRISTIAN 
LIFE.  Discourses.  Cr.  8vo. ,  75.  6d. 

Tin-:  SEAT  OF  AUTHORITY  IN  RF.LIGION. 
8vo. ,  14?. 
••.  vs,  REVIEWS,  AND  ADDRESSES.  4 

.  n  8vo. ,  js.  6J.  each.      I. 
al;  Political.    II.  Eccles; 
Historical.     III.   Theological ;   Philo- 
sophical.   IV.  Academical ;  Religion-. 
HOME  PRAYERS,  with  Two  Services  for 
Public  Worship.     Crown  8vo.  y.  td. 

Max  Miiller  (F.). 

THE  ORIGIN  AND  GROWTH  OF  RE- 
{,  as  illustrated  by  the  Religions 
of  India.  The  Hibbert  Lectures, 
delivered  at  the  Chapter 
Westminster  Abbey,  in  1878.  Crown 
8vo. ,  js.  6d. 

INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  SCIENCE  OF 
RELIGION  :  Four  Lectures  delivered  at 
the  Royal  Institution.  Cr.  8vo.  ,y.  6d. 

NATURAL    RELIGION.       The    i. 
Lectures,  delivered   before  the  Uni- 
versity of  Glasgow  in  1888.     Cr.  8vo., 

y- 

PHYSICAL  RELIGION.  The  Gifford 
Lectures,  delivered  before  the  Uni- 
versity f  Glasgow  in  1890.  Cr.  8vo., 
&• 

ANTHROPOLOGICAL  RELIGION.  TheGif- 
ford  Lectures,  delivered  before  the 
University  of  Glasgow  in  1891.  Cr. 
8vo.,  55. 

THEOSOPHY  ;  or,  PSYC  ;  R  ELI- 

GION.  The  GifFord  Lectures,  delivered 
before  the  University  of  G!;y 
1892.     Cr.  8vo. ,  5^. 

THREE  LECTURES  ON  THE  VKD 
PHILOSOPHY,  delivered  at  tin- 
Institution  in  March,  1894.     8vo.,  51. 

Romanes.— THOUGHTS  ON  REI  i 
By    GEORGE    J.    ROMANES,     LL.L), 
F.R.S.     Crown  8vo.,  41.  6d. 

Vivekananda .— Yo 

Lectures  deliv.-i. 

of  i  \\1I   VI\'K 

A Ni  Viii;a  ;  or, 

the  Internal   Nature;    als<> 

Yoga   Aphorisms,  with  Commentaries. 

Crown  8vo.,  y.  6d. 
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